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It's a sad thing 

when 3 man is to be so soon forgotten 
And the shining in his soul 

gone from the earth 
With no thing remaining; 

And it's a sad thing 

when a man shall die 
And forget love 

which is the shiningness of life; 
But it's a sadder thing 

that a man shall forget love 
And he not dead but walking in the field 

of a May morning 
And listening to the voice of the thrush. 

— R.G.A., in A Yearbook of 
Stanford Writing, 1931 
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EPISTLE TO THE EEADER. 



The object of this little work is to constitute a 
Manual of the most important Ghraces, and to promote 
their culture, in view both of the present probation 
and of the blessed hereafter. 

The treatment is in general didactic, but simile and 
figurative expression are introduced in furtherance of 
the main purpose. The book will be, it is humbly 
thought, quite suitable for the family circle, and as a 
gift to either young men or maidens, and the tone has 
been sought to be made pure as befits the theme. 

The writer embraxjes this opportunity of thanking 

his select list of subscribers for encouragement whilst 

venturing on this maiden effort at publication in verse, 

and trusts that if the treatment be novel, it may also 

prove pleasant, and a means of blessing to the readers, 

whether they be lovers of Nature only, or of Revelation 

too. 
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GOD'S GARDEN. 



I.— PEELUDE. 

God hath His Garden, beaaing precious fruits, 

Which He aye tendeth with a heart of love, 

His goodly trees have each one at their roots 

The soil — ^probation — He prepares above. 

Like rain doth tribulation on them fall, 

But through the clouds His sun doth rainbows form. 

The winds may rock, when young, the saplings small, 

But thus they stronger grow ere blows the storm ; 

The snows of sorrow, drifting, hide them deep. 

But frosts shall never nip their tender bud, 

For in winter He gives their life sap sleep, 

Till His springtime dawn when blossoms the wood : — 

The Lord of the garden knoweth full well 

How to tend His fruits until they excel. 

God's garden is a grand domain. 'Tis fuU 
Of pleasant trees, and bushes, herbs and flowers. 
Has noble heights and lowly depths. Men cull 
All glorious fruits within its pleasant bowers. 
Upon the outer gate clear there is writ, 

B 
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" No trespassers may enter here." Man-soul 
A garden is enclosed. None enter it 
TJnbid, or stay. *Tis ruled by self-control. 
Close by the inner gate there always stands 
Conscience, the sensitive plant, on her guard, 
God's own vicegerent, mistress of the lands, 
Who neither man nor devil doth regard. 
Whoso dismisses her, the garden throws 
Wide open to all sorts of thieves and foes. 

Passing the double gates which fence the park, 

Two noble trees on either side the sward. 

Justice and Mercy, close together, mark 

As they grow fair, aspiring heavenward. 

Their trunks are like two goodly piUars reared. 

And far their branches spread, whose pleasant leaves. 

And flowers, and fruit, regale the eye, and neared, 

Delight the sense, as odours it receives. 

Opposite stand the kindred trees of Grace, 

Sincerity and Honesty they're named. 

These watchful sentries dominate the place, 

And like their neighbours, are fair twins proclaimed. 

Their roots strike deep, as rise their crests above, 

like oaks, their branches spread, and stately move. 

These double guards give dignity and grace. 
And grand appearance to the access gates. 
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So that even thpse i^ho only pajss the place 
"Would fain find time to gaze, and lingering wait. 
The glorious trio — Hope, and Faith, and Love, 
Next in a sweet profusion grow, aspire, 
And climb, in beauty evergreen above. 
These are not trees, but plants which all require 
Large space to spread. Like laurels of the soul, 
"With blossom fair, they give complexion bright 
To hill and plain, so that the landscape's whole 
Grains beauty from their loveliness and light. 
They dwell together, never parted are. 
And shine with lustre visible afar. 

Next we behold the Tropics of the soul, 
For Zeal and Courage grow in sunny clime. 
These are the stately palms, whose upright bole 
Is crowned with spreading leaves where summer-time 
Extends throughout the year. Their imdergrowth 
Even in the desert sands finds water out. 
Like banian trees, this pair are nowise loth 
To shoot forth, up, down, and all about. 
And prickly flaming cactus aye is found 
"Where these twain thrive. The southern blaze at noon 
Affords them suited air, and at a bound 
Promotes their vigorous growth, so that they soon 
Take root, and bring forth seed which winds disperse. 
Winged seeds, whose germs e'en blustering storms will 
nurse. b 2 
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Now in the ample boundaries of the place 
There is a pool by which the willows grow, 
The weeping trees that speak Eepentance' grace ; 
The lake lies low, and all the streams that flow 
From the adjoining portions of the ground 
Lead to its rush-clad bank, to lilies white 
And sweet forget-me-nots, which there are found, 
Delicious flowers which tell of love and light. 
These, mirrored in the pool, the gardener sees. 
The lowly moss, the sedges, and the reeds ; 
The bruised reed He heals, for pity moves 
His tender heart when the repentant pleads. 
Shelter for such He loveth aye to give. 
And hearts repenting are the hearts that live. 

In midst of the garden the bitter herb 
Of Self-denial grows. In Eden grew 
The tree of knowledge there. Man would not curb 
His wiU, but ate, and thus the race o'erthrew. 
A fitting site for public spirit here 
Is found — ^reversing former selfish fall — 
Therefore the tree that most doth here appear 
Is fruitful pine, which though it oft be small. 
Is social, clothing whole hill-sides with green ; 
Its wood most useful purpose serves, and makes 
AU kinds of common goods for households mean. 
In palaces it lowly duty takes. 
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So fitly have they been by God designed, 
That pine, and fir, and deal serve all mankind. 

In wholesome air, on elevated site, 
Behold where Wisdom's stately cedars thrive, 
How nearer heaven they pay their sober rite, 
Terraced by rules which far thrown boughs contrive ; 
Discretion's trees, though strong, yield to the breeze. 
Not in the trunk, but in their well-knit arms. 
Who views them set on high true monarchs sees. 
Standing serene e'en midst the storms alarms ; 
No forest statelier looks than Lebanon, 
And here its counterpart is seen in men. 
The Tree of Wisdom stands when, ages gone. 
Earth's minor plants have turned to dust again; 
Cedars of God in heaven sublime shall wave, 
When worldly men lie mould'ring in the grave. 

Thou, soul, that tread'st these groves sublime of God, 
lift higher still thine eyes where Prayer, Praise, 
And Reverence tarry in their calm abode ; 
Where lofty poplar, holy yew's deep maze. 
And stooping beech, in ordered phalanx strain 
To catch the airs of heaven that whisper by. 
And then, responsive, echo the refrain. 
Bells of pagoda-larch in symphony 
Bing out their temple anthem to the air. 
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Eolian harps seem hidden in the sky, 
Myirh, cassia, spices, with each other share 
In wafting odours to the throne on high. 
Esioh varied surface, cave, and crowning mount, 
Sends forth sweet notes which listening angels count. 

Once more descend into a vale where waves 
The golden com Contentment yields to man. 
Here, too, abides the grace that mortals saves 
From aU excess as only Temperance can. 
The flower that typifies her is the rose. 
Which sips the pearls of dew and them transmutes 
To the bright pink of health, and lovely grows, 
Fostered by hidden juices at the roots. 
Here Gentleness and Modesty prevail. 
Where lies the sweet herb garden of the Soul. 
No plants grow here which in the least assail 
The mind's true balance as a perfect whole. 
No poppy seeds are reared to drown the sense, 
And sleepy lotus flowers are banished hence. 

Not all the plants that fiU the ample space. 
Have for subsistence been prepared alone, 
For oft we find some noted flowers of grace. 
Whose slender forms perennially are shown. 
The lily, violet, and heartsease bloom. 
And it contains rich groves of olive plant, 
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And curling vines which find full verge and room 
To climb, and show their wealth exuberant. 
The sober sage, and fragrant thyme thrive here, 
The lowly bluebell, and the woodrufE sweet. 
The oowsKp pale, and clover white appear, 
And daisies (srushed by no unkindly feet. 
The modest lavender her soul exhales, 
And honeysuckles blossom through the dales. 

Vistas of beauty open on the sight. 
And bowers of happiness delight the eye. 
Bright glades of green appear to left and right. 
And thick set groves rejoice beneath the sky. 
SpeedweU, and Thrift flourish from year to year, 
And silver birch, the lady of the woods, 
DeUghts to show her graceful motions here. 
And sways and curtsies by its banks and floods. 
This is the Vale of those who shall see God. 
Men count it as the meek's own property, 
The antepast of Heaven's bright abode. 
Fit dwelling place for sweet Humility. 
How happy they who in its calmness rest. 
And are amongst its holy ones confessed. 

Now have we reached the garden's utmost bound, 
Where Patience and Experience find pleice, 
As is befitting virtues constaut found, 
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Until the end of Kfe's probation race. 

Here ancient Elms, whence sylvan warbles flow, 

The pathway line, as in an old churchyard, 

And Oaks are found, bom centuries ago. 

The lovely chase which all good men regard 

As beautiful, when studded with these trees. 

Has for its exit, paths of aucient box. 

And Christmas hollies, sober, cheerful, please. 

There stand forth here and there grey lichened rocks. 

Upon whose bald and venerable heads. 

The sunshine lights, and back reflected spreads. 



Nor must we fail to note that lovely sights 

Abound throughout the garden's hallowed space. 

Amidst its vales, and from its mountain heights. 

Beauties innumerable men may trace. 

The broad champaign suggests the liberal soul. 

And nestling woods sweet contemplation's mind, 

The spirit stirs where fruitful rivers roll. 

And hearts are glad when they rich orchards find. 

Fruits of the spirit and fair graces please, 

And, as they charming rise the scene to bless. 

All gazers joy to look upon God's trees. 

The noble trees of Truth and Eighteousness, 

And the expanse of Paradise re-won 

Reflects the glory of Heaven's noonday sun. 
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Here elms gigantio towering crests uprear, 
And as the hills delighted footsteps climb, 
Visions, by every step enhanced, appear, 
And realms of forest verdure wave sublime. 
Ascending slowly from the river bed. 
The country teams with sylvan wealth all round. 
Terrace on terrace, distant groves are spread 
In lines immense on still receding ground. 
Each altitude new splendour gives to view, 
Poplar, and larch, cedars, and oaks, and elms, 
Sole or in groups amassed, to gaze ensue, 
Till the grand prospect almost overwhelms ! 
The eye finds rest where bole and branch are seen 
Distinct, enflanked by lovely meadow green. 

Here peeps of living streams that glint with light 
Refresh tired orbs, preparing them anew 
Horizons grand to sweep with brightened sight. 
Which hails with new-found joy the charming view. 
Now nearer stand, beneath the hill's first break. 
Great upright stems, begirt with gnarled bark. 
Whose crowns high reared aloft with verdure shake. 
Trees of which Noah might have built the ark. 
Nestles a lake at a big clifP's black base, 
Where silver fish without intruders spawn. 
A table-land here yields a fitting place. 
On which is set a velvet-covered lawn. 
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The land with wealth of every sort abounds^ 
And happy men are they that till its grounds. 



Now, turn — a lovely lane leads to a vale, 
O'erarohed with waving tirch and pale-leafed ash, 
Whose pendent branchlets and whose silver mail 
Danoe in the breeze, and in the sunlight flash, 
Whilst changeful shadows deck the emerald floor. 
With trellis work of summer's weaving bright. 
Whose woof and web are sun and shade, the more 
Encharming that they form a chequered light. 
Here hawthorns flll the bowls of scarlet haws. 
And hedge birds cunning flit from bough to bough, 
Alluring passers, by kind nature's laws. 
To miss their nests. See how they perch, and no^ 
Secure, fly further stUl afield, and guard 
Their young with artful wiles of watch and ward ! 

Nature's abstractness pleases, jars no nerve ; 

The murmuring groves, and blithely dancing boughs 

Solace the mind, and her anodynes serve 

To lull poor men, whose brains harassment ploughs. 

Care she reHeves, extends her willing hand. 

And never doth revile, or answer back. 

Gainsay the wish, or reason's rule withstand. 

Vex jaded soul, or gall the hard-worked hack. 
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The pnrliiig streams, and light dispensing sun, 
The gentle flowers, the warbling birds, the trees, 
The dappled clouds that changeful circuits run, 
All charm the sense, tend nowise to displease, 
But gratify the mind, and of the soul 
The gateways five refresh, delight, console. 

Lo, here a brake, with hazels and with fern, 
Beared midst the open covert of the wood. 
With primrose Med, and orchis by the bum 
In moisture nursed, as only moisture could. 
The well-clothed branches of the larger trees, 
Let just such sunlight in as doth surprise 
The beauties of the dell, whom better please 
The dank evaporations that arise 
Than scorching rays. How little himian flowers 
Pent in the city alley vegetate. 
Whilst sire or dame debauched incessant pours. 
What would make sunshine in the poor estate 
Of home, adown the fevered throat of those 
Who might amend if sunblest homes arose ! 

Oh ! trees of righteousness that drink the light. 
Direct from Heaven's own chalice bright and pure, 
Remember flowers that languish in the night 
Of squalid ignorance, and housing poor. 
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Have ye not seen the plant in cellar low 

With sickly struggling stem creep to the pane, 

As if to vindicate its right to grow, 

And reach the blessed light of day again ? 

Have ye not seen lily-faced child of woe, 

Bom in a slum, pray the unspoken prayer 

Which hollow cheek and bright glazed eye can show, 

Where wan consumption, typhoid, will not spare. 

Sad fruits of darkness, and the want of sun P 

Thus, oft, through pain and sorrow heaven is won. 

You say the ways of Providence are dark. 
Darkest to those who need God's light to see. 
Less so to those who have of it a spark — 
StUl less to whom His ways revealed be. 
Shall Icelanders who dwell in six months night 
Dispute with men who in the tropics thrive, 
That night and day, in a few hours, are bright 
And dark by turns, three hundred times arrive 
Within the compass of the year, and more P 
The African that ne'eV hath seen the snow 
Sweetness or salt will call the fleecy store. 
Until he doth by taste the better know. 
Thus knowledge is comparative we see ; 
So earthbom souls grasp not Eternity. 

How many men, for want of vision's scope, 
Quarrel with God through ignorance, and think 
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The infinite is ruled by spite ! They grope 

In darkness that they make, and tread the brink 

Of many a precipice, from which He saves 

Their souls, unknown, from wreckage dire and sad. 

The microscope reveals in countless graves 

Of death, abounding life, and, clad 

With million orbs the telescope declares 

The realms of space to be, so that the more 

Man knows, God's wondrous glory he compares 

By standard rising as he doth explore. 

" The " highest " study of mankind is " — God, 

And they who know Him most revere His rod. 

Life's scenes are full of change. Sunshine and shower. 

And gentle dew, and sometimes ice and snow, 

Chequer its garden's lot. Dull clouds may lower. 

And even lightnings flash, and hoarse winds blow. 

These all by Providence in turns may come. 

Depart. The varied Passions, too, have play. 

Events arise, and incident has room 

To rise and fall, creating grave and gay. 

'Tis no dead-levelled, simpering attitude 

The soul assumes. Now Anger rules the breast. 

Now Peace pervades the heart in solitude. 

Now Love bears sway, and is with smiles confessed. 

Sorrow now weeps, next Joy in laughter breaks. 

Ambition fires the soul, or Terror quakes. 
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Scorn, Jealousy, Eemorse, Hate, Woe, Despair, 

Each act their part, as circumstance commands. 

Pride and the fiend Revenge, that nought will spare, 

Grief, Pity, Charity, with open hands. 

All have their times — appear and disappear. 

Fancy, too, weaves, Imagination soars. 

Memory her casket fills. Sometimes stalks Fear 

Across the stage, and Melancholy bores. 

Men make their bow, their exit quickly make. 

And women dally as the time goes by. 

Infants and children each their pathway take. 

And, over all, sits God supreme on high. 

Who sees their end and their beginning too. 

How souls the gates of Life and Death pass through. 

All else, including reptile, bird, and beast. 

Fish, worm, and creeping thing, insect and fly. 

Last each their time, the greatest and the least. 

Some live a day, and some a century. 

Man is their king. He makes them all to serve, 

And what he uses not for food or dress. 

Bids burdens bear, or only doth observe 

For pleasure as he lists. Earth's tribes confess 

Him Lord, and as his empire is so great. 

Responsibility upon him lies 

With corresponding claim, and equal weight. 

And so his feet and hands, his ears and eyes. 
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His mind and heart, his spirit and his soul. 
All testify him guardian of the whole. 

The earth he may subdue, but living thing 
He must be tender with, respecting life 
And, even in slaying, must not add one sting 
The more, than conscience warrants in the strife, 
At peril, that each needless wicked pang 
One day, retributive, will sure recur. 
And rankle in the heart like serpent's fang, 
And to his cruelty make long demur. 
Within this golden rule the world is man's. 
Its park is filled, its choice delights abound. 
And none that breathes may e'er forbid the banns 
Between his heart and joy, wherever found, 
So long as what he does, or disallows. 
To the just law of lovingkindness bows. 

Birds as they fly, in ruby clad, or gold. 
Emerald, and all the hues the rainbow yields. 
Beasts dappled, speckled, diverse, manifold. 
Fish sheathed in silver scales mid ocean's fields, 
Eeptiles with painted skin and jewelled eyes. 
And all the lustrous groups of insects rare ; 
Each tiny form, and those of massive size. 
Are all His subjects. His delight and care. 
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The garden filled with these, their monarch man 
Would still be happy but for deadly sin, 
That mars and blights the great Creator's plan. 
And keeps men's hearts with sorrow full within, 
So that its brimming tide o'erflows the bound 
And turns e'en Paradise to cursed ground ! 

Some men, like thorns and thistles, wound and tear. 

And some are drawn as by a silken cord. 

As climes their various vegetation bear, 

So many minds their special fruits afford. 

As gardeners blend their flowers, so God blends men 

By commerce, agriculture, trade and arts ; 

Each seeks his end by means pursued amain. 

And all fulfil their God-appointed parts. 

The greatest good to all the whole procures. 

And glory too to Him who guideth man ; 

His oversight that greatest good assures. 

And beauty everywhere adorns His plan ; 

He makes His world a garden rich and fair, 

And constitutes the human race His heir. 

'Tis flecked with flowers, as rich lush meadows are. 
Adorned with trees which bear ripe ruddy fruits; 
Some hang like golden globes seen from afar. 
Some plants He makes with treasures at their roots. 
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The purple plmn with luscious bloom o'erspread, 
The nectared peach, the sugared palm date sweet, 
The chestnut, filbert, currant — white and red 
And black — ^the trailing gourd ; they all repeat 
His praise. His wealth, His love. His fertile earth 
He gives to man to till, and where His child 
Doth neither tUl nor tend, gives flowers birth 
Of richest form and hue, to deck the wild, 
Damasked more fair than deftest worker can 
Enamel plaques of India or Japan ! 

Where is God's garden ? In the human heart, — 

Living temples of God's great grace are we ; 

He loves with us to dwell, and loves His part 

In culturing our poor humanity. 

Eight at our being's core there is a stream, 

Which, welling from its spring, flows down life's street 

And waters all its track, whilst grace's beam 

Irradiates the heart, and where there meet 

God and the soul. There are flowers and trees 

On each side the banks through which it flows. 

Various in hue, in shape, in fruit, and these, 

Throughout the course the living water goes. 

Blossom and bear, until the day shall come, 

When the Gardener keeps His harvest home. 

Each single root the King himself transplants. 

And all are transformed in the clime above. 

c 
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Each has the nourishment its nature wants, 

Beauty exceedeth far, and all with love 

Are tended so, that leaf and petal grow 

Apace with an immortal growth, and hence 

They who once knew them here, there cannot know. 

But with cleared eyes, their new magnificence. 

And yet the germ thereof was latent here. 

And the great Husbandman could always tell 

Ere earliest blooms, what should there appear. 

How from the seed the full formed plant should swell, 

Eor the Lord of the garden forms them so, 

That the one from the other is sure to grow. 

Then let men think of their blossoming plants 

A^ they open their flowers in life's paxterre, 

Walk the King's garden, and note what there wants 

In each, to make His garland shine more fair. 

Let them think what some lack, where is excess. 

Which needs to be pruned, and which cultured more. 

If their Faith be small, their Love becomes less. 

Wisdom they want, or surplus Zeal deplore. 

If Courage be slight, or Honesty rare, 

Repentance grieve, or Sincerity wane, 

Think, if Patience be weak. Discretion spare. 

Modesty fail, and Eeverence refrain, 

TiU of Piety true 'tis quite bereft, 

And Hope from her rainbow rudely is cleft. 
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Till perfume of sweet Humility lacks 
The genuine odour its grace should reveal, 
If Praise and Prayer be counted a tax, 
And the heart mourns when it should buoyant feeL 
Think if Experience teach them, temperate be 
In speech and act, in all they feel and think. 
If Meekness, Gentleness, they ever see 
Sweetly united, joined with golden link ; 
If Justice and Mercy meet, and Content 
Richly doth all the joys of life augment : 
How blest that man whose even-balanced mind. 
And heaven-directed heart throughout displays, 
Grace-culture of the very highest kind, 
Vouchsafed alone, to such as live always 
Within the bounds of the Garden of God, 
And walk in the paths of its Holy Rood. 

At perfectness the Master Gardener aims, 

Beauty and use combines, flowers and fruit. 

And all His works have each their several names. 

And He knows where to plant each kind to suit. 

And what a glorious design hath He — 

To fill the earth with truth and righteousness, 

Even as the waters fill the mighty sea, 

Till all the world His blessed name confess ! 

So diverse are the characters of men. 

So multiform the ways they blossom forth, 

c 2 
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That one would need to have a facile pen 
To formulate all natures and their worth. 
But sure we are that the Gardener knows 
How, when, and where each separate species grows. 

They aU need His care, and His Providence 
Arranges times and seasons, sun and shower. 
And soil and clime, so that clear evidence 
He gives to all, of His most gracious power ; 
And with delight He looks on noble trees, 
On lowly shrubs, and bushes filled with fruit. 
The unfolding petals of the flowers He sees. 
Each bursting twig, and every hidden root : 
He makes His world of mind, and heart, and soul, 
To furnish prospects fair, and sweet, and good, 
VaUies He fills with corn, and mountains roll 
In verdure, and are clad with copse and wood. 
His breezes make the spices issue forth. 
From east to west, and from the south to north. 

Cedars in Lebanon, grass in the field. 
Leaders mid men, and all the common sort ; 
Trees which in orchards ruddy apples yield. 
The cultured men, and students rich in thought ; 
Willows that weep, and ivies green that cling. 
The Jeremiah's wail, the Euth's strong love ; 
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Laurels that bloom, roses that odour fling, 

The David's harp and psalter tuned above ; 

The oaks that spread, the palms that broad leaves wave. 

The Samson's strength, the Johns in love that joy ; 

The bush that burned, and that which shelter gave, 

The faith of Moses, Hagar's dying boy : — 

All these are samples of God's husbandry 

That willing eyes can always clearly see. 

And so to-day, as then in distant yore. 
The analogues may everywhere be seen, 
How God TTis garden fills with grace's store. 
As Nature^s front He gems with living green. 
Careys are but the banian trees of Ind, 
Spreading the truth earth's surface o'er and o'er. 
Howards are like the precious balm that's winned 
From trees of God, whose juices rich outpour. 
Wesleys and Whitfields touch the bush afresh, 
Which Moses neared. Chalmers and Newton tell 
Anew God's might and laws. One doth refresh 
Mankind with prophet's speech, the other well 
Declares pervading power. An apple falls 
So suns go round as God the Father calls. 

In charities that cherish widowed age, 
Naomis share, and fainting children live 
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When modern Miriams nurse for love's own wage, 
And Joel speaks when pastors warnings give. 
Our Davids are our Cowpers, Hebers, too ; 
Our Hamiltons, Melancthons, are like John. 
Luthers our Samsons are, loyal and true. 
Who boldly fight the Philistines till won 
God's battle is. Moses was God's own man 
And Abraham his friend ; and Mamre's oak 
Still waves o'er patriarchal heads, who can 
Declare they love that God with whom He spoke. 
The forest of the Lord is full of trees, 
Whose branches widely spread as He decrees. 

ShaU we our legendary trunks uproot. 

Our Glastonbury thorns, our Tardley oaks, 

Our oaks of Heme, King's oaks, vandals to suit, 

Or just because some petty landlord croaks ? 

Shall we toss Homer to the winds, and cast 

Our Virgils in the imf athomed sea ? 

ShaU Shakespeare pray that his great name may last. 

Or Milton sue that he may classic be P 

These are the fruits of culture, noble men 

Who dominate the world, as trees our parks ; 

What would we give to see their like again. 

Men to whose words each passing era harks ? 

These are the souls God's Qtu-den who adorn. 

Who shall be praised by multitudes unborn ! 
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These all, each one in his several sphere, 

Fulfils his part, as do the herbs, the moss. 

The lichen which on rocks doth small appear. 

The daisy which the green field doth emboss 

With silver crimsoned, gold. All are not oaks. 

Else where would heartease grow, and lilies fair 

Their painted glories spread ? Spring would not coax 

The snowdrop or the violet to share 

Its early balm, before the ash and elm 

Had burgeoned forth their leafy canopy. 

God gives His orders through His glorious realm, 

And all His works declare their pedigree, 

So that the whole in harmony subsists, — 

That law which for the greatest good exists. 

Not only do the kingdoms never mix. 

But individual, class, and genus, each 

Have boimds they never pass. The many bricks 

That build this wond'rous house, us mortals teach 

How great the Architect must be who planned 

Creation's scheme, and reared and doth sustain 

The mighty whole, since He it, well pleased, scanned 

And first pronounced it good — ^both land and main. 

How vast the privilege to be a man 

With special grace endowed, unlike the rest. 

Does not the granting me in His great plan 

So high a place, great dignity invest. 
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And make me tremble at myself, for fear 
I lose my right before His face to appear ? 



Music in many sweet expressions flows, 
Flowers still vary as the seasons pass, 
Rich in its coloured wealth the gem world glows, 
The clouds are diverse even where they mass, 
The sea's waves never yet were bom as twins. 
No leaves upon a tree are found alike. 
Nights difEer, and each day new glory wins, 
And all that is, soon will, fresh featured, strike. 
No human faces are the same, nor minds, 
Q-od's Garden full of novelty is found. 
Men difEer in details, each searcher finds, 
In colour, manners, arts, the earth all roimd. 
How skilled must be the hand so much contrives, 
And elements from chaos first derives ! 



Good women are God's fairest, and His best. 
TTiTid Elizabeth Fry of that choice group 
Was one, and Florence Nightingale shall rest 
Upon the roll of fame ; and they who stoop 
lake these to minister to prisoned, sick, 
Eise in esteem of all the blessed throng. 
Whom Christ from all the sons of men did pick 
For special recognition, good among. 
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Those He thus praised, these days have multiplied. 
The Queen, Princess, and scions of the blood — 
Sweet AKoe — ^near good Albert when he died — 
Who went to Heaven, because she was so good, 
And kissed her life away. A host as well 
Wear aureoles now, and will in glory dwell ! 

They wisely act who are with wealth endowed. 

Who seek to blend the citizens in towns. 

In London specially, whose multitude 

Needs sympathy to smooth its " ups and downs." 

'Tis well a high bom, nursing-sister band. 

Migrates down east the poor's griefs to allay. 

'Tis noblest policy as well as grand. 

When stately parks the livelong summer's day. 

Echo to inerry laugh and lowly feet. 

Of folk unused to look on rich parterres. 

Or visit Flora shrined mid perfumes sweet. 

And breathe ozone conveyed in lovely airs. 

Gk)d bless wise Qrosvenors whose hearts incline, 

Workmen to fete, and grateful souls refine. 

All men are not for statesmen bom — else where 
Would be the mass that statesmen live to rule P 
But whatsoever place they fill, 'tis there 
They bloom to best account, and in the school 
Of life each doth his proper lesson know. 
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Grace need they all, and so it conies about 
That, as from primal light all rainbows grow, 
So all their varied beauties blossom out 
Of seeds their Maker once in wisdom formed, 
The parent germs of life. The forms are all. 
The moulds of grace, varied in hue, transformed 
It may be by the clouds, or rains that fall — 
Each effluent from the fount of life supreme. 
The one great Cause, though multiform He seem. 

Sing then, muse, the praise of various grace. 
Extol the Maker in His works detailed. 
Nor stand aside because thou canst not trace 
With skill that virgin glory hell assailed, 
Of which great Milton erst did nobly sing. 
At first God upright made His creature man. 
But soon he left his Father's sheltering wing. 
And went astray, in paths of evil ran. 
StiU is there left the impress of God's hand, 
StiU man rears fruits of Eden's fragrant grove. 
Still doth he noble qualities command. 
Still holdeth Paradise's treasure-trove ; 
And he shall hold, despite the serpent's stealth, 
That sought to rob him of its precious wealth ! 

The moral beauty of the Christian sphere 
May effloresce in glorious types of men, 
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And forms unique may here and there appear 

At intervals, and reappear again, 

As specimens of noble trees will stand 

The central admiration of the park. 

So, too, the Pauls and Peters of a land 

Bulk large, but minor characters still mark 

The general type. Yet all alike need 

To watch and tend, each one himself, that so, 

In his small plot of earth, the thorns and weed 

May not his fenced enclosure overgrow. 

These choke the good, man's nature should display. 

And make neglected hearts their easy prey. 

Heart-culture is each good man's choicest work, 
And he will always find the best ally 
In Him who made the heart. In it there lurk 
The seeds of good and ill, which him defy. 
Unaided, and alone, to marshal right, 
But God is willing to co-operate. 
His Spirit giveth strength. His sun gives light. 
And no man toils condemned to so-called fate. 
Assured of harvest, we can work in spring 
With hopeful hearts ; and though it be deferred. 
Our sheaves at length we certain home shall bring. 
And faithful souls to honour be preferred. 
Then plough, sow, weed, and irrigate the soil, 
Kind Heaven shall more than recompense thy toil. 
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• 

The sunflower of the soul is Conscience ^xue, 
Which always f olloweth in the path of light, 
And tells to man how he may justly do, 
How wrong escape, and how perform the right. 
Will intervenes, and with magnetic sway, 
The heart allures to tread the devious path. 
Which leaves the track of Wisdom's better way. 
Not what he may obtain, but what he hath, 
A man is told is his best goal and ]oy,^ 
And so the soul is lured with pleasant now. 
As child is tickled with a gaudy toy. 
And future good to present charm must bow. 
So doth the devil win the souls of men 
With bait that catches o'er and o'er again ! 

The garden's Lord doth justly judge us aU ; 
For clime, and site, and aspect. He allows. 
From thorns he will not for the sweet grape call. 
Nor from the thistle, figs. Man, as he sows, 
Beaps either golden grain, or cockles, tares. 
Each portion has its special aptitude. 
And each the sun and rain of Heaven shares. 
The northward plot exposed to Boreas rude 
Is not expected purple plums to bear. 
Nor faUow ground to bring forth precious grain. 
The lowland, and the mountain do not share 
A common harvest — ^both their crops maintain. 
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Ploughed fields and orchards yield their several store, 
And the overseer seeketh nothing more. 

The flowers teach the lesson of the home. 

How oft in groups upon a single root 

They flourish fair. And wheresoe'er we roam, 

Beauty in form and colour please pursuit. 

Fecundity and wealth they typify, 

And unity around the parent stem. 

How stately doth the dahlia greet the sky, 

Covered with flowers, each separate bloom a gem ; 

And fair camelia, robed in purest white, 

Its maiden loveliness doth sweet unfold ; 

How the rich fuchsia drops the eye delight. 

And how magnolias waxen perfume hold, 

And scent the gale, while, beauteous too. 

Their leaves of glossy green refresh the view. 

How many plants of modest mien, sedate. 
The useful needs of pharmacy fulfil ; 
How many modest men enrich the State 
With wisdom, intellectual worth, and skill. 
How beautiful the morning glory shines. 
How diverse coloured is each chalice fair, 
Peeping and curHng round the friendly lines 
The gardener places near with studious care. 
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How like a fireside scene, where loving hearts 

Train up the varied worth of youth and maid 

Who also differ : disposition, parts, 

Mien, mind and manner, bias, there displayed, 

All prove that whilst from common stock they grow 

They are yet unique as the flow'rets blow. 

• 

The copper beech is tree and flower in one, 
And when, in spring, its tincture delicate 
Varies from green till painted by the sun 
To summer's russet shade of brown sedate. 
It charms the eye. So does coleus fair, 
A Chesterfield-like plant, accomplished, bright. 
When ranged in brilliant rows with artist's care, 
A splendid foil to tender blooms in white. 
The creeper, known by name of Virgin State, 
In autumn reddens till its shade is blood ; 
So hale old farmers, when life's season's late. 
Wear ruddy faces, weather-tanned. The wood 
With hues of scarlet and of yellow glows 
Ere winter comes the waning year to close. 

How do wistaria's hanging clusters please. 
And bells of valley lilies gazers charm, 
And orange blossoms beautify the trees 
Ere golden fruit in pendent glory swarm. 
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More beauty than the orchard in the spring, 
When apple blooms are out, where can we find ? 
How heaths and orchids lovely colours bring 
To gratify the artist's cultured mind. 
And oft from form uncouth of cactus rare. 
Surpassing wealth of flower betimes buds forth. 
As dwarfs may moral, mental glories share, 
Far nobler attributes than size or growth. 
Beauty, and love, and wealth, and friendship vie 
With poets, painters, flowers to glorify. 

What glorious posies do our wildflowers make ! 
The golden gorse and scarlet pimpernel. 
The purple heather and the verdant brake, 
The orchis and the foxglove of the dell ; 
The children's buttercups and daisies sweet. 
Speedwell in blue, and scarlet poppy bright. 
Hedge rose in white and pink, and marguerite. 
Bindweed, anemone so frail and light. 
The fragile primrose, meadow sweet, blue bell, 
Coltsfoot, and many a lovely form beside, 
That make fair England to be loved so well, 
The more when exiled far, and seas divide. 
It is an education to be born 
Midst wealthy fields such flowers fair adorn ! 

England thy very name has charms for me. 
" Time-honored Lancaster's " eulogium slips, 
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With joy into my soul at thought of thee, 
As Shakespeare wrote thy charms in old Gaunt's lips. 
Who, in these Isles that claims the name of man. 
Betwixt our flowers and our sparkling seas, 
Cannot a paradise construct, and plan 
A lesser Heaven from scenes which Britons please P 
Sweet hamlets and church spires embowered in trees. 
And hedge rows filled with eglantine and may. 
Meads which tired spirits fill with ecstacies. 
And summer skies blessed with so long a day P 
Each spring our land bursts into bloom again. 
And winters sharp produce well seasoned men. 

What meaning have the flowers P Nations tell 
And kingly lines. Roses of white or red 
On breast of York or Lancaster excel. 
Planta genista — ^yellow broom — is wed 
With yet another race — ^lilies with France, 
And the chrysanthemum with far Japan. 
England's fair rose, and Scotland's thistle glance 
Heraldic wise, where shamrock green doth span 
With them the Nation's coin, the gold begemmed 
With which, the whole world travels round, and buys 
The produce of all lands, whose ports are hemmed 
With British ships, beneath earth's distant skies. 
They speak the universal language still, 
Deck many a vale, and crown full many a hill. 
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The flowers are shrines at which all living bend. 
Babes they delight, maids they adorn. Their realm 
Is all mankind. Fond lovers nosegays send 
Each to the other. Biers they overwhelm 
With fragrance and with beauty. At the feast 
They bloom, the altar, and the font. Exile 
From home in distant land, longs for the least 
Of them to greet his eye, as they erstwhile 
Did, in his childhood's days. Sick folk do yearn 
For them, and artists paint, and authors praise. 
The conqueror is wreathed. Where passions burn 
They emblems give which depths of love appraise. 
They're strewn beneath the feet of blushing bride, 
Laid on the tomb, and there in love abide. 

There are some flowers which scent the air of night. 
Only when crushed shed sweetness on the breeze. 
Like gentle natures radiating light 
Mid sorrow's gloom, imparting there heartsease. 
Some famous attars yield, worth precious gold, 
Like fragrant lives of such as sick folk tend. 
Some yield sweet honey of a worth untold, 
Like mellow words that wrath and clamour end. 
From fair Provence, the land of early song, 
Rosemary odours travel leagues to sea, 
So good works not to Time alone belong, 
But perfumes waft through all Eternity. 

D 
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Odour most exquisite full oft proceeds 
Prom modest flowers, and unassuming deeds. 



Azaleas and rhododenrons fair, 

Are landscape shrubs, that grow in clumps immense, 

And give to old demesnes a glorious air, 

Pleasing the taste, and charming to the sense. 

FuU purses, and inherited renown, 

Are not amiss employed where these plants grow. 

Especially if garden parties down 

The grassy slopes pass gaily to and fro, 

And set the looms to spin the fair to deck, 

And give employ to many wHling hands. 

To drape the beauty, and the lawn to fleck 

With costumes bright and gay in brilliant bands. 

Wealth then is bountiful when ladies vie. 

To give a turn to honest industry. 

Flowers are Nature's painters, masters of arts. 
Their canvas is the earth, their pigment light. 
The bow of Iris shows them all their parts. 
Whatever delights, or gratifies the sight. 
Their pencil is the Sun, the clouds their shade, 
Their palette sweet translucent air. Where beams 
Of glory — 8.8 fresh stars their circuit made^ 
"First lit on earth, there was a flower bom. 
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The Alpine gentian lived so near the blue 

Of Heaven's vault, it caught its colour fair, 

And when it peeps the silver snow-wreath through, 

It tells the tale in grateful silence there. 

'Twas Venus set the briar in a blaze, 

And made the rose to blossom in her rays ! 

Some planets roll throughout ten thousand years, 
In orbits million miles removed from men. 
Where these just glint upon the sod it bears 
Some sage-like plant, then off they bound again. 
Spectrum analysis shows us to-day 
How other worlds have kindred atmospheres 
To ours. What like are plants there stay P 
And are their hues more varied in those spheres P 
What gardens crown each hill, and vale, and wood, 
And, as the bright creations rise in scale. 
Is there a language sweet well understood 
By fair maidens there, as doth here prevail. 
Or are some colour-blind, and vainly grows 
Each spray, scentless the spices be — ^who knows P 

Which are the most admired flowers of earth P 
Those that with gaudy tulip-grandeur glare, 
Or they, like roses, which from early birth 

Sweet perfume yield, and, dead, enrich the air P 

D 2 
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Will rosemary, or southernwood that gave 

Crimean warriors prefumed road to death, 

Less sweetly smeU upon a brave man's grave, 

Because a scentless beauty shares their breath P 

If we must live for self, then gaudy be ; 

But if for God, and other men, 'twere best 

Our memory smell sweet of charity. 

And other good with which the world we blest. 

Tea, better die a martyr in just cause, 

Whose fragrant virtue wins good men's applause. 

To attempt an anthology to write. 
In limits bounded as prescribes the lot, 
The muse's feeble powers surpasses quite. 
So let none say their favourite is forgot. 
Pencilled and tinted beauties, fragrance fraught, 
That bear your incense round the smiling globe. 
How many lessons by your lives are taught. 
As ye wear each your sweet appropriate robe. 
The early primrose greets the world in spring. 
The evening primrose closes autumn-tide. 
And what a world of beauty summers bring. 
Whose glories each with other you divide ; 
Charm whilst you stay, and gracefully resign 
Tour thrones of splendour when you cease to shine ! 

When good St. Patrick preached the " Three in One," 
To Irish peasants when he gained their isle. 
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They knew not what he meant. So he stooped down, 
And plucked a shamrock, with a gracious smile. 
The daisy, when it brightens graveyard sod, 
Proclaims the resurrection's glorious tale. 
Declares the soul has homeward gone to Q-od. 
The milk-white thorn that blossoms in the vale, 
TeUs of the Pilgrim Fathers who went hence, 
To far Columbia's unfettered shore. 
In search of place free worship to commence, 
Whither the " Mayflower " barque protesting bore. 
That day there came a fresh spring to the land. 
When it received with joy the conscript band. 

What saith the jessamine, her silver stars 

Embossed on dark green, lance-like, lovely leaves P 

She speaks of purity. Her drooping bars 

And supple stems, nodding beneath the eaves 

Tell, too, of pliancy to gale that swells. 

How great an art it is to stoop and win ! 

The flaming poppy, with its black core, tells 

Of anger's flushing face, and heart of sin ; 

Whilst lordly clove, carnation, picotee. 

Declare choice beauty and sweet odour joined. 

Delight, and prove that noble pedigree 

Has sterling worth with lineage fair combined, 

That useful lives no heraldry require. 

And 'scutcheons blaze where men good deeds admire. 
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How good a thing that heartsease flowers so long, 

And is not hard to please for dwelling place ; 

Her happy soul lets her survive a throng 

Of passing beauties of the floral race. 

The satin's gloss, the velvet's softest charms, 

And all their richest hues this darling wears. 

How good mid worid so full of hurts and harms, 

A name so sweet should soothe our mortal cares ! 

Where sun abounds her lovely petals spread 

Beneath his rays, absorb their warmth and light, 

But if a shade intrude, she lifts her head 

To catch the beams in which she seeks delight. 

Not greedy to retain her joys for self. 

But radiantly disperse her bounteous pelf. 

The mountain ash, in crannied rock that roots. 
Bears its red berries on the storm-tost height, 
And teUs affliction has its precious fruits. 
Though penury may pinch, and sorrow bite. 
The ribbed-leaved chestnut, with its pinky spires, 
Shows how rough fruit from lovely flowers may grow ; 
So fairest daughter that fond sire admires. 
Sometimes best hopes will painfully o'erthrow. 
The limes, whose fragrance gathers countless bees. 
May fill some humble place in by-path field. 
And load the air with scent, though modest trees, 
"Whose humming murmurs pastoral music yield. 
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So may emerge, from out some cot, a man 
Who may, of many famous, lead the van. 

The wallflower mixes iron with its blood, 

Needing no other tonic to be sweet. 

Nature dispenses as no chemist could ; 

Where she prescribes, health, wealth, and beauty meet. 

With protoplasmic base her structures grow, 

Flowers or men, or fish, or bird, or beast. 

From her great loom patterns unerring flow. 

From mighty mammoth to microbe the least. 

Penelope the Constant copied her 

Whose web was never done. Though suitors teazed. 

Faithful she stood, and none would she prefer ; 

Longed-for Ulysses sole the matron pleased. 

So nature never fails to keep love's bond. 

And each design is well conceived and conned. 

How delicate is little mignonette. 
The paradise of bees and insects small. 
How modestly it rears its pillarette 
Conewise, with mealy rouge so powdered all. 
How clover scents the gale, its terraced globe 
Piled up with florets sweet, which heavenward look ; 
And famous beanstalk fills its treasured lobe, 
After its flowers in black and white are shook. 
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But muse, now close the list with garden queen, 
Whose many petalled cup, and numerous hues. 
And various styles, by gazers pleased are seen, 
Cushioned in moss, in white, red, yellow too. 
In all their shades, damasked with many a streak. 
The painter by his oanvas fain would speak. 

How like to man who grossest habits loved. 
Till grace possessed his heart, and made him bloom. 
His very faults are like thy thorns, removed 
One stage alone from perfect buds, whose room 
They fill. His failings show but nature's wealth. 
The rose feeds rankly, and is reared from dust 
Of sordid sort, but when, in florid health. 
It sees heaven's light and soars above earth's crust, 
It blossoms bright, and all the season through 
Yields noblest flower, and tender sprout and bud. 
So do regenerate souls bear graces new. 
Perfume their sunshine life with many a good. 
And reach out holy hands, enriching earth 
With produce fair, fruit of celestial birth ! 

Nor should the muse at this time fail to write. 
Some tribute to our honoured Queen of Queens. 
No book that sees her Jubilean light. 
With flowers for its pleasant theme, but gleans 
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A lustrous glory from Yictoria's name. 

Oh ! Sovereign Eose, that nobly blooms above, 

Thy subjects cynosure, and crown of fame. 

Thy children's pattern, and thy people's love, 

Thine empire's dearest form we venerate. 

Head of thy court, thy sex, thy matron host. 

Queen of the Home as well as of the State, 

Sovereign in Nature's Realm, thy statesmen's boast, 

Long shalt thou bloom in majesty serene, 

On all our roll of monarohs Premier Queen ! 

It is not accident, or birth, or place. 
But personal qualities make a man. 
A rose may grow and fade in stately place, 
Or beautify a cottage doorway's span. 
High character may grace a humble soul, 
And rank him midst the princes of the land ; 
But no descent from sires on glory's roll 
Will give respect, if sons do not command 
The same, by force of virtue, noble mind. 
Tou might as well a murderer canonize. 
As think a base recreant fool to find, 
Inscribed amidst the names that honour prize. 
Just merit, and inherent excellence, 
Are of good lineage noblest evidence. 

May poor man attempt heroic to be, 
Or must he only paths prosaic tread, 



42 god's garden. 

And never taste the spice of poetry P 

Surely lie is not doomed to toil for bread 

Without diversion. Many are the forms 

In which the life of trees is manifest, 

Yet this is common, that midst sun and storms 

Those grow, and will bear fruit the most, whose rest 

In winter gives more life when spring arrives. 

'Tis of the essence of a vigorous growth 

That flower as well as fruit should grace our lives, 

That prose and poem should enrich them both. 

Because the toil and moil of earth require 

Men's souls at times should wake sweet fancy's lyre. 

Life would not be worth living, were it not 

Imagination lightens its dull road, 

And revelation points beyond this spot. 

Into the brighter happier abode 

Of life celestial, where the good repose 

Mid joys, which, to us but in prospect now. 

Brace up our jaded souls with hope that glows 

In brightened face, and calm serener brow. 

The heir of heaven bounds, with quicker pace, 

Along the way which trial bids us tread, 

And smiles, mid tears, the while he runs the race, 

Looking for crown to circle aching head, 

Which the Lord reserves for that victor's brow, 

Whom future bliss assists to bear hard trials now. 
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'Tis but the counterfoil of life seen here, 
The cheque remains, the blessings that betide 
Its drawing are reserved for other sphere, 
life's graven shield now shows least brilliant side. 
Time's mirror only gives reflected light, 
The best is yet to come, as come it wiU. 
Eternity knows nought but sunshine bright, 
And glorious beams irradiate Zion's Hill. 
If truth and virtue steadfast keep the soul. 
And the heart loves the honest and the true, 
If a right spirit seeks God's counsel whole. 
The blessed end wiH give no cause to rue. 
That man did honour to his Lord's behest, 
And stood unmoved when sore temptation pressed. 

The inorganic has its forms and laws. 

Instinct prevails amongst the soulless lives. 

But spirits reason share, gift of that Cause 

Whom nature owns, great Sire of men, who shrives 

No other work of His at His great bar 

Save man alone, the offspring of His love. 

His child He granteth powers surpassing far 

AU meaner types of Hfe — ^the beasts above. 

With Reason, Conscience he allies, and adds 

Foresight, Invention, Mem'ry, power to think, 

Reflect, brute matter to o'ercome, and glads 

With Hope, through life, and at the grave's dark brink, 
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Gives Faith in things imseen, death — ^but to know 
A Kfe enriched with joys, Himself will show. 

Each as his Hght and privilege demoads, 

Must pass the great ordeal at the last ; 

Some savage who in blood imbrues his hands, 

May not be judged so hard, as, when life past, 

The city merchant stands before God's bar, 

To answer for his over-reaching craft, 

And trick, and constant wile. Some wiU afar 

Behold the judge, and some who roughly laughed 

At honest folk, will cry upon the hills 

To hide them deep from the Almighty's face, 

As trembling they recall the crowd of ills. 

Inflicted by their hands on sons of grace. 

All crops will come to harvest in that day, 

And none the reaping Angel's hand may stay. 

Now muse proceed, some inventory give, 
Of what was saved from Eden's blessed place, 
And may thy poor narration humbly live. 
Amongst the chronicles that tell of grace. 
The garden doth not blossom half so fair, 
As once, and flowers perennial few are now, 
But still we do retain a little share, 
Though culture now requires a sweating brow. 
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The wealth still left is largely wealth of spring, 

But there will be a glorious summer yet, 

And autimm tide when we our sheaves will bring, 

And gold-ripe com down in God's gamer set ; 

There'll be a harvest festival at last, 

When these days of probation time are past 

The list is long, oapieicity is great. 
Zoophytes and worms,and lower forms of life 
May thrive with members few in little state, 
But man is bom for high emprise, and strife 
With many forms of ill, and so is shown 
Caparisoned in stately guise, and wears 
The warrior's crest, the jewelled kingly crown. 
And fealty to the King of kings he swears. 
The tender loving heart, the noble mind, 
Capacious spirit, heaven ascending soul. 
Need many ways expression due to find. 
And many forms to demonstrate the whole. 
If earth-built palaces with beauty shine, 
Shall not God's temple look august, divine P 

Bias, and birth, and kindred mould the man ; 
Condition, place and disposition too. 
As various are the ways of Nature's plan. 
As are the difEerences which mark all through. 
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The realin of flowers, and fruits and herbs, and trees, 
So, doth this scheme of God's great Garden hence 
Emerge, and seeks indulgent readers please. 
With some details of plants, within the fence 
Which order doth prescribe. Though feeble be 
The lay, and full of much defect in scope 
And execution too, forgive the plea 
The writer pleads, and read his verse, in hope 
He may some useful hint let fall, which thou 
With vision bright, inspired, may more endow. 





n.— FETJITS OF THE GAEDEN. 

Patience. I. 

Where is sweet Patience bred ? In trial's school. 

Sick beds her nurse. Her mother is hard times, 

Her father penury. Suffering her rule. 

Clouds are her sunshine. Tolling bells her chimes. 

Constraint her will. Fetters her jewelled stole. 

" Thou shalt " her law when fain the flesh says no, 

" Thou shalt not " having part but wishing whole. 

"What curious issue shall such training show ? 

A life sublime, a spirit rare and meek, 

Discounting show and all extrinsic things. 

Desiring sUence more than wish to speak. 

By chastening chaste, firm stepped through leading 

strings, 
A child of grace, a paragon of love, 
Eeady and waiting for the call above. 

Patience. II. 

Whence floweth patience, gift of Heaven's love P 
From tribulation's fount. Its bitter drink 
Hath power to purify, soul taints remove. 
To flinch not a whit whilst they near the brink 
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Of reputation's grave, against their wills, 
Then to be lifted up, makes well-tried men 
Grow manlier than when with lesser ills 
They skirmish, beating but to beat again. 
Lamed and nigh worsted, then patient to rise, 
Shaking off pride, would even angels make 
Archangels. Suoh Jacobs sure of their prize 
Receive ennoblement, ev'n while they quake ; 
Champions are they in life's great endeavour. 
And Love and regard are theirs for ever. 



Patience. III. 

I see thee smile midst agitation's storm, 
I see thee lifting wondrous burdens aye, 
I see thee passive with a bleeding form, 
Whilst anger raves and grief emits her cry. 
Galled with the yoke and fetters of the slave 
Thou trudgest on unmoved, serene, sublime. 
Forbid thine aching brows ev'n once to lave 
To quench the fierce heat of the tropic clime. 
How long, Lord, shall tyrants kill Thy folk P 
How long shall pain Thy choicest work aiffict P 
How long shall war's fierce fire Thy world provoke P 
How long shall it slay without interdict P 
Till Patience doth vacate her milk white throne 
And her raised finger drops and bids men moan ! 
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Patience. IY. 

To wait awhile until the pear be ripe, 
To rise and fall with fortune's fickle wheel, 
To smart with pain, the bursting tear to wipe. 
And smile when the heart bleeds, and senses reel ; 
' To bear the froward and forgive the wrong ; 
To curb the rising wrath, the temper check ; 
To suffer trials great, and hard, and long ; 
To be serene when fortune is a wreck, 
And parting song at the grave's mouth to sing. 
Assured that reunion soon wiU come ; 
That time will pass, eternity will bring 
Each child of God to the Ghreat Father's home, 
These, glorious Patience, these are acts of thine, 
The human tempered with thy grace divine ! 

Experience. I. 

The subtle essence of life's observing. 
Wrought by the alchemy of human thought, 
Choicest and best of what is worth preserving, 
Product of judgment dearly earned and bought. 
Life's springs and summers into autumn turned, 
The rich ripe fruit rewards the tiller's toil. 
Childhood's tears dried, and manhood's force outbumed. 
Experience then stands winner of life's spoil. 
Lilies and roses, tender, fair, and sweet, 
iilay pass for grace, for beauty, and for love, 

e 
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But these must lay their crowns at wisdom's feet, 
The white-haired sage will count these far above — 
For all mankind will own he is the king 
Whose acts fulfil their best imagining. 

Experience. II. 

Who guides the chUd, and teacheth middle age P 
Who claims the crown which beauty wears a time ? 
Who, but those ancient sires the world terms sage. 
Whose venerable heads are tipped with rime ? 
Tears have their dower most precious and unique, 
The gift experience gives of insight clear, 
Power to divine effect from cause, and speak 
With lucid voice, when youth to lisp would fear. 
Over shallows brooks may loudly splutter. 
And rivers fret to wend their seaward course, 
But the grand old ocean will not flutter, 
Unless 'tis stirred by a mighty force ! 
Age will not flinch where children run away, 
Experience stands serene midst life's affiray ! 

Experience. III. 

Hoary with age, who stately comes this way, 
Whilst youths and maidens modest stand aside P 
To whom do all respectful homage pay 
And lowly bow, greeting him lord and guide P 
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He whom the years have taught to know and rule, 

Who sways the jewelled sceptre of command, 

Has learned all lessons taught in life's great school, 

And for each crisis has device at hand. 

His harvest long since sown, is now mature, 

No crudities his winnowed gamer fill. 

Spring's showers and summer's sims have made it sure, 

His autumntide should be more precious still, 

For in its lap life's choicest products lie, 

Wisdom and patience, skill and charity. 



Experience. IY. 

There's nothing teaches half so well as thee, 

Nor anything is bought so dear in life. 

And wisest men are those most years that see. 

And who have battled bravely through its strife. 

There's nothing valued more than actual skill, 

Ghdned in the joust and tournament of life ; 

The steady eye, the well commanded will. 

The nerve that falters not when danger's rife. 

'Twas these made fit the brave patriot Tell 

To shoot at apple with imerring aim. 

Poised on his sweet son's head. Loud praises swell 

At the bare mention of his famous name. 

'Tis thee judicious high as jewels place. 

Who gild'st with glory noblest forms of grace ! 

E 2 
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Hope. I. 

What art thou, Hope P The future's bright forecast, 
The glass in which ere sunrise else is seen, 
Sol's bright face beams, ere their horizon's past. 
And valley dwellers see his glorious sheen. 
Thy post is on the lofty mountain tops. 
So that the sunsets, too, reflected be 
On crag, in cavern, and by lowly copse. 
All down the hill's west side most peacefully. 
Thine eyes, like the flowers, follow the sun. 
But they sleep not either by night or day. 
And till the worid bums is thy work imdone. 
Whilst there are hearts to cheer, and souls to pray. 
When these are gone, then shalt thou be discharged, 
The light of the world will have been enlarged ! 

Hope. II. 

Fay with the Silver Dove, glorious Hope, 
Thou soar'st above the realms of earth's dull sky, 
The trail of thy robe, in lustre doth cope, 
With sheen, shed by stars exalted on high. 
Thy hand to thy brow, thine eyes to the East, 
Thou scannest the sun arising in might. 
Would lure him at eve to yield men a feast, 
And stay his bright wain, retarding the night. 
Midst the tear and the wear of life's rough stream, 
Thou lovest, lakewise, its shores to expand. 
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That its waves being stilled like thoughts in a dream. 
Their f rettings may cease which chafe 'gainst its strand, 
To nestle in peace in Tallies of bliss, 
Encircled with hills the heavens that kiss. 



Hope. III. 

Forerunner Hope, thy kingdom stretches far 

Beyond dull realism, to fancy's bounds. 

Thou art man's brightest, loveliest morning star. 

And where thou dwell'st, the voice of joy resounds. 

At the sight of thee black despair decamps. 

And melancholy brightens up her face. 

Even pain will catch the glamour of thy lamps. 

And crutch^d cripples try to walk apace ! 

Bright Hope, the dying look to thee and live, 

The living catch new fervour from thy wiles ; 

All men to thee admiring plaudits give. 

And cl^dhood sleeps serene beneath thy smiles ; 

For thou dost fill with pearly light our sphere. 

Making its very darkness light appear ! 

Hope. IV. 

Thou art the samphire of the sea of life. 
Planted just next the margin of the deep. 
And shipwrecked ones midst ocean's seething strife. 
When they grasp thee in darkness, courage keep, 
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Although they cannot see, 'tis well they feel 
The waves will not devour, nor storms destroy ; 
Their bark may splintered be from truck to keel, 
But daylight shall reveal good cause for joy. 
Thine is the rainbow of earth's cloudy sky, 
Which, after flood, the heavens serenely paints, 
A blissful token given by God on high, 
Man shall be helped, even while he sighs and faints. 
The Noah's Ark art thou, that saves the good 
When sin and riot perish in the flood. 



Faith. I. 

Faith is the resting of the soul in peace 
Without reserve ; and, perfected, no fear 
Can harm the man that hath to it given lease 
Of all the heart, and all the heart holds dear, 
life present, life to come, the whole life's hopes. 
Blessed is he who shelters neath her shield. 
Clings not to earth's frail vessel's shrouds and ropes 
When tempests blow, and the ship's fate is sealed, 
But looketh up when passing death's abyss. 
Which swallows others out of sight, past heaven, 
Down where the faithless ones shall ever miss 
The glorious offer God to us hath given. 
To win two worlds, by casting off sin's dross, 
\nd resting on the merits of the Cross. 
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Faith. II. 

Oh radiant Faith, thou cynosure of life, 

Exalted in thy lofty lighthouse tower, 

Thou sitt'st serene amidst the ocean's strife, 

When big waves break, winds howl, and dark clouds 

lower. 
Sunlight by day, and sunlit, too, by night 
Thy oorruscations pierce earth's densest sky 
Making its darkness beam with holy light. 
Bom of the flames kindled in Courts on high, 
Whose cressets moimt to their perennial source. 
And show the seen and veiled there intertwined. 
But for thy light, but for thy potent force 
Our weakUng world would grope, stumbling, and blind, 
For thou alone canst shed that precious ray, 
Which shows earth's night precedes heaven's perfect 

day. 

Faith. III. 

Faith might have bandaged eyes, and soimd proof ears, 

Hard homy palms, and neither taste nor smell ; 

Be pictured as a sprite devoid of fears, 

Even in ill believing all is well. 

Diaphanous herself, not needing sight, 

No obstacles retard her upward path. 

Her spirit soars to realms beyond the night. 

And, though she nothing own, ev'n all things hath ! 



66 god's garden. 

Across the chasm of sense and death she leaps, 

Above the strife of tongues, the world's loud din, 

Graves cannot quench, nor waters drown, though heaps 

Of biUows should the fruitless task begin, 

To try her mighty spirit's power to quell ; — 

She baffles fighting hosts, though leagued with hell ! 

Faith. IV. 

Great buttress of the worid, most precious Faith, 

On which mankind may imdistracted lean. 

Thou resteth on the word of God, who saith 

" I am the Truth as I have ever been. 

Did I not part the raging sea in twain 

When Israel's host out of Egypt fled? 

Were not the crowds which sought to cross the main 

In hostile sequence, numbered with the dead ? 

Have I not always interfered for mine. 

And smote their foes with my own strong right hand ? 

My servant, Daniel, I would not resign 

To the lions' mouths in the Median's land, 

And My love, and might have ne'er ceased to be 

On the side of those who have faith in Me." 

Love. I. 

Ah ! Love, the giants cannot cope with thee, 
And Gaza's gates shall be as thistle down, 
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If round their posts thine arms encircled be ! 
And yet thy ministry seeks lowKer crown 
Than athletes wear. Thy power is velvet-like 
In every touch, and abnegation rules thine heart ; 
So that to feed the poor doth more thee strike 
As worthy, than to play prodigious part 
Before the public eye, and win applause. 
To bind up wounds, and tender sick-folk nurse, 
To honour sympathy's magnetic laws. 
And bring a blessing where there dwelt a curse — 
These, and such like, are thy sweet ministry, 
These are the arts of thy skilled palmistry ! 



Love. II. 

Great Charity, the noblest grace of aU ! 
All lands own thee their Queen in aU their coasts, 
OflFspring of God, to whom ev'n cherubs fall. 
Honour to give amid the heavenly hosts. 
Thy mantle covers every helpless thing. 
Thy face in happy smiles is always wreathed, 
Thy hand with cordials filled makes mourners sing. 
Since there was time thou aye hast blessing breathed. 
Thy heart has swelled at sight of woe and grief. 
Thy voice has cheered the faint, the tired, the weak, 
Thy feet have run to yield a prompt relief 
To aching brows, to lips that could not speak 
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Ev'n thanks, for 'tis thine essence, Charity, 
Wageless to work, thou peerless rarity ! 

Love. HI. 

Thou art the premier virtue, Holy Love, 
And the world gladly thee its debtor owns, 
For thy fire of God lit in heaven above. 
Amid its principalities and thrones. 
But to give compass to thy blest designs, 
'Twas needful that thou tarried here below, 
And after passing the angelic lines 
They earnestly did watch thee earthward go ! 
Since then the heart of man has worshipped thee 
With a devotion deep, and praised the Lord 
That thou His chosen messenger should'st be, 
GUimpses of Him His children to afford. 
Thy diadem still gleams upon thy brow. 
And it has brighter shone from then till now ! 

Love. IV. 

Empress supreme of all Grod's living host. 
The sun that rules with undisputed sway. 
The very cream of life. Who know thee, boast 
All else is night, and thou alone art day. 
That monarch reigns secure whose subjects love 
The king or queen that fills terrestial throne ; 
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And the celestial choirs that hymn above 

Are subjects of thy realm, serene, alone. 

That soul, of all, is blest most perfectly 

Who worships at thy throne. There is no power 

In heaven or earth, in air, or sky, or sea, 

Which can of thee the precedence secure. 

Though we should jBll the universe with fays, 

Thou would'st remain the theme of all men's praise ! 

Wisdom. I. 

Wisdom is Learning's practice, and 'tis learned 

Prom men and books ; and Providence doth teach, 

And so doth Nature. He its prize hath earned 

Who can both act aright and rule his speech. 

Wisdom's the helmsman of the ship of life. 

She steers our bark midst currents, rocks, and shoals, 

Gruides well the craft of state, appeaseth strife. 

And harmony creates where she controls. 

In all things knows where lies judicious mean. 

Judges appearances though fair, scans thought. 

And what is hid divines from little seen. 

She makes great things from smaller to be wrought 

And measures means, and also measures men, 

'And what she proves, she useth o'er again. 

Wisdom. II. 

Calm in her mien, and sober in her gait, 
Wisdom with dignity ascends her throne, 



60 god's garden. 

With reverence due all minor powers wait 
On her obsequious, and she reigns alone. 
Her very glance is law, her voice is clear ; 
Knowledge attention strains to catch her word, 
Whilst Ignorance doth still agape appear, 
Unheeding truth, which others, prizing, heard. 
She sways the Senate, and adorns the bench, 
Rules both in heaven and midst the sons of men, 
Makes suns to rise, and stars their light to quench, 
Then causeth them anew to shine again. 
The whole round earth to her its tribute pays. 
Treading her paths, walking her pleasant ways. 



Wisdom. III. 

Who would attempt to dive the depth she soimds ? 
Only the rash and crude, who think that she 
Is shallow like themselves, whose little boimds 
Are like the brooks to the fathomless sea. 
Who soars as she when the occasion needs ? 
She moimts aloft Hke eagle o'er earth's throng ; 
Her speech is eloquent, what time she pleads 
For adjusting ills, and for righting wrong ; 
The fittest means she knows for noblest ends, 
And doth foresee the intermediate way, 
So that resolves with suasion she can blend, 
Until her calculations win the day. 
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By Wisdom was the world's foundation laid, 
And never shall her oonnsels be gainsaid. 



Wisdom. IV. 

Within the farthest temple door, the shrine 

Of Wisdom opens only now and then, 

And as the ages pass, few souls incline 

To linger 'midst the best and choicest men. 

The oracle when silent thinketh most, 

And, when it speaks, wisdom distils from lips 

So unlike those which mark the common host. 

That the few listeners stand on their toe-tips 

To catch each syllable it has to say ; 

And, having heard, widely retail the same ; 

A very little of their lore, the way 

Of others maketh smooth. So -3Ssop's name 

Shines, in the fabled page, crass folk to teach 

In molecules, and thus thy lessons preach ! 



Order. I. 

Neatly arranged in garment fit and clean, 
Who walks with measured step the courts of earth. 
With air most circumspect, and brow serene ? 
Tis Order, bom at the Creation's birth, 



62 god's garden. 

Who heard the stars their primal anthems sing 
When Chaos was subdued, and God made light, 
And saw him all the beasts to Adam bring 
Then named at first-Creation's martial sight ! 
Since the great spheres in wond'ring space were hung, 
She by command has kept them circling there, 
And will, until the " crack of doom " be rung. 
And fervent heat consimies both earth and air ; 
Ev'n when the world is burned will still survive 
God's waiting handmaid evermore alive ! 



Order. II. 

Order adorns all men, and all their plans, 

And Godlike souls love Order as doth He. 

How orderly is God, the soul that scans 

His works, the more he looks, the more will see. 

Astronomers to moments teU the time 

Of an eclipse, a century before, 

What time the stars their orbits trace sublime. 

With measured speed, o'er heaven's spangled floor. 

The time of tide unerring comes again. 

And the great sea by rule doth ebb and flow. 

Music is ordered harmony, and pain 

And pleasure, as ordained, both come and go. 

Cause and effect are linked by Order's chain. 

And none may scatheless rend the bond in twain. 
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Order. III. 

Wisdom prevails where Order rules the mind, 
And Hope could have no place to anchor safe, 
If Life's frail ship were aU to chance resigned. 
And floated on Time's sea, a hapless waif. 
Night follows day, and day succeeds the night, 
And nought is shadowless beneath the sun. 
Man's toil at seed-time harvest will requite. 
And good end follow what is well begun. 
Were there no constancy, but all caprice. 
How misery would rankle in the soul ; 
How should we pray to close hard life's long lease. 
And wearied plod to reach its aimless goal ; 
But Order gives to toil its due reward. 
And God to please, is self's best good to guard. 

Order. IV. 

Order betokens, and assures the mind. 
It is and will be calm, and thoughtful too. 
It saves both time and temper, wise folk find, 
And gives a charm to all the prescient do. 
Prevision it implies — " forewarned, forearmed." 
The punctual man respects himself, and all 
With whom he deals. On lands that he has farmed. 
Because he order loved, reward will fall. 
Much more and better can be done by those 
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Who regularly plan, divide their days, 
And prudently their eflEorts all dispose ; 
They win the meed of method lover's ways, 
And at each day's work close secure sweet sleep. 
Whereas disorder restlessness doth reap. 

Discretion. I. 

Wisdom of knowledge is the best of use ; 
Discretion is of Wisdom's use the best. 
A man must know ere he can introduce 
Himself as Wisdom's heir, and be her guest. 
In Wisdom's way he must awhile be known, 
Ere midst his fellows he be called discreet. 
The first is good, better the next is shown. 
Whilst in the last the crowning grace we meet. 
It means so many other things to say 
That any man or woman is discreet. 
It means good character without display ; 
It means a mind where many virtues meet, 
Order, and choice of mode, and time and skill. 
It means, in short, a good, well tutored wiU. 

Discretion. II. 

She never simpers, or pretends to airs 
Which are not native to the maiden mind. 
Much less with worthier folk she ne'er compares 
'^ "nself , preferring rather, place behind. 
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No gesture, word, or even look or thought, 

Would make the keenest critic wince ; indeed, 

She angles not for praises cheaply bought, 

But loves to win cool judgment's precious meed. 

In gait, demeanour, carriage, port, and speech. 

The modest she doth ever emulate. 

Nor shall she e'er be found to overreach 

The right just bounds which aye become her state. 

If she is silent, wise men will approve ; 

And if she speaks, she wins all good men's love. 



Discretion. III. 

The gold of the land where she dwells is good ; 
But she adds, by refinement, to its worth. 
Her hall mark by the skilled is understood 
To enhance the value of noble birth. 
Fair women many be, but not all fair 
Can claim to be discreet. Beauty often 
Weds itself to deceit. Have then a care. 
That favour is vain. Think not to soften 
Thy pathway to the goal of earthly bliss 
By choosing fair who is not too discreet. 
Be chary where thou dost bestow thy kiss, 
And see thou fall not at that lady's feet 
Who, to her many virtues, does not count 
That one which hallows each one at its fount. 
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Discretion. IY. 

Discretion knoweth when to stop or go, 
Watcheth the smallest symptom of the case, 
Discemeth when the speech should halt or flow, 
And even yielding, yields with charm and grace. 
When she life's balance holds, each scruple counts 
"With an exactness the physician notes ; 
And when the shaking beam a hair's breadth mounts, 
She looks, and all her skill and care devotes. 
'Tis not by chance between his midnight nap 
The sentry hears the clock for twelve strike wrong, 
And thirteen strangely boom, by odd mishap. 
Saving the wretch who heard the stroke prolong ! 
Discretion better knows how much depends 
On faithful watching, and her post defends. 

Modesty. I. 

With thee, pure chastity, all good souls blend. 
And all the wisdom of the person's care ; 
A spiritual grace thou art, would not offend 
The very pink of things most clean and fair. 
As wisdom steers our course midst other men. 
So thou, presidest o'er our self-control. 
Eyes, hands, and will thou curbest with thy rein ; 
Thou hast in charge the heart, as she the soul. 
Knowing the power of sin, in holy thoughts 
Thou shelterest safe from the risk of fall, 
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And walkest wisely as a virgin ought, 
Retiring like a zoophyte 'neath its wall 
Of snow-white pearl, safe from th' assaulting sea, 
When storms beat round its fragile battery. 

Modesty. II. 

Thou sweetest floweret in the world's parterre, 
Always in bud, and never fully blown, 
Save in the shade, where thy corollas fair 
Luxuriate in a garden all thine own. 
Thou sensitive plant, with thy lace-like leaves, 
How thou shrinkest back at that clownish clutch, 
Which thy tendrils meek unjustly aggrieves 
By its boorish grip and unholy touch. 
Thy very tenderness should prove to thee 
The surest safeguard the good could desire. 
And all true men would account him to be 
A fool, who, breaking the strings of thy lyre 
By rude, rough jar, should extort thy meek cry. 
Whilst sister angels weep above the sky ! 

Modesty. HE. 

Sylph of the tender step, veiled to the feet. 

With eyes downcast, and slightly stooping form. 

By very want of show thou provest sweet. 

And by concealing grace all hearts doth storm. 

F 2 
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The good, and brave, and rare> thee worship, maid, 

Fair priestess of self-sacrifice. Those men 

Who most deserve their fellows praise, displayed 

Thee, Modesty ; and if we turn again 

To fairest women on the earth that dwell. 

The richest mantle that environs round 

Their loveliness, causing it to excel, 

In thy chaste wardrobe both is hid and found ; 

The noblest dress the virgin mind can wear, 

Unique in texture, and in contour' fair. 



Modesty. IV. 

Few prizes in the wheel of life shall fall 
To boasters ; but the modest shall obtain 
Their own approval. Each may duty call 
Forward. Then may they modesty refrain ; 
But when the duty's done they may retire. 
And win by the step. Good cause will assure 
When zeal and truth the modest bosom fire. 
That love in the pleading will warmth procure. 
When men would wrong the modest, shamefaced folk, 
They may find out the sword least used cuts keen ; 
That those who longest bear, when they provoke. 
Can utter trenchant truths, devoid of spleen, 
\nd rout with thrust poHte the carping crew, 
do not estimate the modest's due ! 
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Temperance. I. 

In all things moderation is the rule ; 

In speech, in action, appetite as well. 

How needful, therefore, all themselves should school, 

And rest awhile in moderation's dell. 

Thought and seclusion tutor us aright. 

And rigid rules, awhile endured, kill lust. 

Health and the balanced mind fully requite 

The man who makes " I will " wait on " I must." 

The art of self-control is a great art. 

And gives a value to each quality. 

From which if you subtract the trained part. 

Which marks that individuality 

Which temperance gives, you lower the tone 

Of the whole man, and bring the status down. 

Temperance. II. 

The swine will waUow in the mire with zest, 
The dog to its vomit return again ; 
But man is made of better stuff, and best 
His manliness displays, when, even with pain, 
The conflict with the flesh he well sustains, 
And battles for the right, so that, like Paul, 
Groaning that sin still in the mind remains. 
He thrusts the striving lust against the wall. 
How abject is the fool who plays see-saw 
With will and won't, like barometric gauge 
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"Whioli turns by accident of frost or thaw, 
And now presents a sylph and then a page, 
As yielding cord doth tighten or grow slack 
And atmospheric force prevail, or lack ! 

Temperance. III. 

Sober and cool, in robe of neutral white. 

Who comes this way P The good temperate dame 

Who keeps the world clean and pure to the sight. 

And also keeps its heart and mind the same. 

Her even scales in conscience court assayed, 

Neither to greed nor niggardness incline. 

Though to abuse the world would her persuade, 

Filling her goblet with her ruddy wine. 

She would not budge a jot to right or left, 

Or drain the draught with poison brimming o'er, 

Ejiowing that if she yield she'll be bereft 

Of sense. Adown her throat she will not pour 

The bane that makes an erring world go mad, 

And leads even virtue down from good to bad ! 

Temperance. IV. 

Stronger than castle bars is that man's soul 

Who reins himself. When right occasions serve, 

He shall be found to wear the aureole, 

Which crowns the brows of those, restraints preserve. 
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Man temperance needs most when full there shines 

On him the sun of bright prosperity, 

For then the proud elated heart inclines 

To look on poor folk with severity, 

Forgetting there is one can beggars raise 

To sit upon a Monarch's lofty throne, 

Can do it for his own blest wisdom's praise, 

The wisdom that excelleth, of that One 

Who notes the temperate, when self-control 

Exalts him more than those who hosts enrol. 



Zeal. I. 

Who burnt the holy martyrs ? Bigot Zeal, 

The king of the Auto-da-fes in Spain. 

At Smithfield, Oxford, for the Church's weal 

He fired the faggot, boimd the ponderous chain. 

In Solway Firth he drowned the Lord's elect, 

On Scottish moors hunted the sainted kirk. 

For youth or age he payeth no respect. 

But riots ever in his dubious work. 

He wields the sword red-handed as he kills, 

And praises God for the congenialr call, 

Which lets an Alva murder as he wills 

Weak infants and poor mothers — traitors all. 

Whilst pious Philip thanks his Spanish God 

That the low Dutch should tremble 'neath his rod ! 
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Zeal. II. 

What is true Zeal ? Into act to carry 

Vigorously, what wisdom has approved. 

Having good devised, never to tarry 

Till every obstacle has been removed. 

To leave no means unused to make assault 

Against an ill, first laying siege thereto 

By mine and countermine, till one may vault 

Upon the battlements as soldiers do. 

Zeal knows no halt, but goes through storm and fire, 

Eats up obstructions, brushes them aside, 

Has perseverance for his trusty squire, 

And knight-like, travels earth afar and wide. 

Not like Don Quixote tilting at windmills. 

But having for its target, real ills ! 

Zeal III. 

Sweating at every pore who comes along. 
And swiftly runs, hair streaming in the wind, 
"With hands uplifted, " forward " still his song. 
Suffering none else the least to stay behind ? 
'Tis Zeal. His sparkling eye looks to the fiag 
His right arm waves aloft — ^his orifiamme — 
And at his heels, e'en maimed folk do not lag. 
But follow fast like water in a dam. 
Many a thousand has he led to war 

' land, on hiU, and mount, and wood, and stream ; 
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By sea, sailing for many leagues afar, 
Past Islands where the lotus eaters dream. 
Seizing galleons with glorious treasure full, 
Laden in lands of gold most bountiful. 

Zeal IV. 

When weak-souled folk wander from side to side, 

Like pendulums that vary in the mart, 

'Tis difficult for passers to decide 

Their course, and thoughtful men to choose their part. 

But when determination acteth clear. 

Zeal hath her earnest work mapped out, defined. 

The difficult begins to disappear. 

And straightway yields to the resolute mind. 

As in a wood, prevailing winds are seen 

By sloping trunks, and far outstretched boughs, 

Covered one way with leaves of living green, 

'Neath which, in summer, panting cattle browse. 

So, too, the way of zeal is clearly known. 

By obstacles removed, or prostrate mown. 

Truth. I. 

Like love, the truth shall never cease to live. 
For God is truth, as well as " Grod is love." 
Were He not truth He could not Heaven give 
To His believing host who look above. 
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His everlastingness is guarantee 
His truth abides throughout all ages one ; 
No slightest shadow of a turning He 
Has once displayed in all the eras gone ; 
His word stands fast because it resteth true, 
And what He once avers unchanged remains. 
And we resemble God, when, trial through. 
No lie can harbour in our heart and reins. 
A lie may glance upon a good man's soul, 
But cannot there a lodging place control. 



Truth. II. 

High heaven is the home of Truth, and there 
She sits enthroned, companion of the good ; 
Men long to look upon her face so fair. 
And in all ages has her heart been wooed ; 
Her mien is stately, and her step exact ; 
Her eye turns not aside to right or left ; 
Her word is pointed, clear ; her speech compact. 
Pure is the woof, and innocent the weft, 
With which she works the sampler of her days. 
Fame she preserves as ancient households do, 
Those parti-colored gems sweet maidens praise, 
Whose frames of gold, looked glazewise through, 
Their alphabets repeat and numerals bright. 
Heirlooms passed on, home's future to delight. 
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Truth. III. 

" Father, you know I cannot tell a lie, 

'Twas I that cut your favourite cherry tree," 

Said "Washington, with teardrops in his .eye,. 

And all the world applauds his purity. 

That declaration was the germ of fame. 

Which grew in after years to be world wide, 

Precursor of an honoured, noble name, 

Columbia's capitol regards with pride. 

From little rills do rivers broad arise ; 

Oaks are from aooms reared ; dawn begins day. 

The love of truth full early taught is wise, 

And helps the man to walk its pleasant way, 

Till light that shineth more till perfect noon 

Bursts on his sight, and brings him Heaven's great boon. 

Truth. IV. 

" His word's his bond.'* Great praise is that in mart, 
Or the exchange, amid a world that lies. 
Truth serves not with the eye, but from the heart ; 
Conduct directs as well as speech. The prize 

She wins is even wicked folks' good faith ; 

» 

And when some great conjuncture comes, that man 
Is priceless found, of whom, behold, fame saith, 
" He acteth truth, his open visage scan. 
And find it stamped in every look and line." 
Holds he a town besieged in time of war ? 
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His pledge is sure to be redeemed. His mine 
"Will not be fired if truce's white flag soar. 
Such men will save a nation in its need, 
And terms arranged on their parole succeed. 

Honesty I. 

Wlio shall thy praises sing P The man whose heart 

Is clean. Then hast thou none to tell thy tale. 

For to be honest is to play a part, 

For which the purest of us is too frail : 

We are so poor, so weak, so prone to ill, 

So blind, that we all fail even to see 

The Hand that points us up the lofty hill. 

Whose top is veiled in perfect purity. 

To give just weight, to think just thoughts, to wink 

At no wrong, but to keep the conscience pure. 

And perfectly to act, perfectly think, 

So that no motive shall from right allure ; 

Ah ! this is task beyond our mortal state, 

While self exists, and lies with truth do mate ! 

Honesty II. 

To touch exact the perfect mark of Heaven, 
Each moment of the life fulfil the law 
Of a just stewardship, for aU God 's given. 
And act life through without one errant flaw. 
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This, this is Honesty. In face of this 

All men are bankrupt, Grod sole creditor. 

Earth is a prison, and its hosts must miss 

Approval of the world's great janitor ; 

We must each throw up our life's conunission, 

And as before His bar we naked stand, 

Feel we are worthy of just perdition ! 

If so, perforce, stem justice must us brand 

As knaves — shortcomers all we stand confessed 

All failing to fulfil our Lord's behest ! 



Honesty. III. 

Justice in vacuum her scale hath hung ; 
Gl-od's eye is on the beam when man is tried. 
"We all are called, but none can find a tongue 
To plead, nor any stand that scale beside. 
Who comes into the court ? An honest man. 
Angels look on amazed. The judge retires. 
The court is closed, and none his features scan ; 
And so he stands unlimned. Flames of earth's fire 
Cannot him purify. " The noblest work 
Of Grod " stood there, exalted and alone, 
Exhaled, and though they say he yet doth lurk 
In precincts of the court, ne'er since hath one 
Beheld th' immaculate, or seen his face, 
The paragon unique of all our race ! 
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Honesty. IV. 

As diamond among the jewels thou, 

And often rough as is the new found gem ; 

Crystalline and transparent aye, and now 

PoUshed and fit to grace a diadem. 

The man no bribe will lure is counterpart 

Of that pure stone unique, earth's fires must make ; 

The fires of trial purify his heart, 

Till no rude dross can there a lodgment take. 

Like an evergreen tree whose branches spread, 

And whose trunk with sap and inherent good. 

From the hidden root to the leaf-clad head 

Are charged, crowning it beauty of the wood. 

So is this unit midst the crowds of earth, 

A paragon of grace's priceless worth. 

Courage. I. 

With limbs well knit, and ample loins and back. 
King Courage strides across the lists of earth ; 
No obstacle shall prosper in his track. 
Nor any foe asperse his noble birth. 
Shield on his arm, and broadsword by his side, 
For conquest he is armed from top to toe. 
No warrior yet successful with him vied. 
All sing his praises wheresoe'er they go. 
Convictions of his heart he boldly owns. 
Leaps every fence, swims every stream. 
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Fights every foe, and sings no minor tones. 

No mortal face doth he at all esteem. 

Thus Luther will undaunted march to Worms, 

Though the tiled roofs should swarm with devils' forms ! 

Courage. II. 

'Tis death to venture near the haughty king. 

Unless his golden sceptre he extends. 

On Esther's head fate rests with shadowy wing, 

Yet onward with firm step she boldly wends ; 

Her nation's hope, the traitor's scourge is she ; 

Having her way committed to the Lord, 

And gained the strength which arms Heaven's ministry. 

Her action with her faith hath full accord. 

The sequel is, the traitor Haman's hung, 

The nation's saved, and Mordecai rules. 

All through the land the queen's brave course is sung, 

Her moral courage still the whole earth schools ; 

Better than force her claims all men admit. 

For high emprise she with bold action knit. 

Courage. III. 

To speak the truth when lies more pleasant f aU ; 

To spurn base thoughts when cowards hold the prize ; 

To part with cherished sin at conscience' call ; 

To pass through flames when weakness faintly cries 
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For help ; to swim the torrent in thy clothes, 

To save those, who last time throw up the hand ; 

To cast away the gold that duty loathes. 

Which would with name of traitor warrior brand ; 

To slave and starve, to feed who cannot give 

A recompense, but need thy help for food ; 

To stand the cold that weaker folk may live ; 

To give up self on shrines that need thy blood ; 

These all show courage, and the next world's thrones, 

Shall be oft reserved for such kingly ones. 



Courage. IV. 

The big baited bull to the fierce dog yields, 
The huge snake succumbs to the quick mongoose, 
The lemmings rivers swim in search of fields, 
Where food abounds convenient for their use. 
The hunted boar will stand and gore the hounds. 
And the wild cat will bravely guard her young ; 
She fights for life within her own lair's bounds. 
Where its dark cave o'er the high crag is hung. 
The Swiss will war for home with Winkelreid, 
And Greeks stand fast at Thermopylae's pass, 
Scots will strike hard when love and country plead. 
And few will overmatch a crowded mass. 
Courage gives strength, and banners wave on high 
Most proudly, when they float where men will die ! 
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Seyerence. I. 

Moses met Grod, and he put off his shoes, 
For the place where he stood was holy ground, 
The Moslems meet in Mosques, and each one goes 
Unsandalled when within their pale he's found. 
When Christian folk unite their Grod to praise. 
Hushed is the place, and with the Spirit filled. 
Angels their song of Holy, Holy, raise. 
And whilst they sing their hymn th e Heavens are stilled. 
Old Saints, and Modem, Paynims, Angels, too ; 
All reverence show. The Grothic pointed arch 
Only to stone translates what all men do, 
When lifted hands proclaim the upward march. 
Of prayer, and aspiration to the sky. 
And universal reverence testify. 

Eevbrence. n. 

As holiness, of all God's attributes 

His favorite is, so reverence in man 

Is not becoming sole, but constitutes 

The noblest height the lowly mind can span. 

Souls without reverence are like the swine, 

They want the acme of all human grace. 

When faith and hope must needs in use decline, 

Worship in heaven will highest glory trace. 

With the conviction of Grod's purity. 

His goodness, wisdom, love, quite penetrate, 

G 
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How oan men else than reverential be ? 
And when they cast their crowns and celebrate 
His great redeeming love in bliss supreme, 
Angels shall join and swell the glorious theme. 

Eeverence. III. 

Reverence the depression of self includes, 

As well as veneration of the good 

In God and man ; and out of all the moods 

The mind assumes, it in esteem has stood 

As high as any. It implies so much. 

A sanctified judgment lies at its base, 

Tutored discernment, a delicate touch. 

In fine, it is a most exalted grace. 

There is a slavish mood that judges wrong, 

And makes too much of accident and place, 

Which cringes low in lieu of standing strong, 

And doth ev n proper self-respect efface. 

That is a spurious and mistaken creed, 

Which calls for worship where exists no need. 

Eeverence. IV. 

The best of our kind we may venerate, 

But reverence should be paid to God alone. 

An element of worship marks our state 

Of mind, when this great grace surmounts her throne. 
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We cannot worship men, thougli made like God, 
Because they fell ; but higher may regard 
Those who approach where purity hath trod ; 
But to adore is past the mark. Beward 
For grace, affection, love, we may extend 
To thanks and gratitude. Parents revere 
We may, but none so high the scale ascend 
As awful reverence, when we appear 
Before our Maker and our final Judge, 
To whom we can no form of homage grudge. 

Humility. I. 

Down in the vale of life there grows a flower. 
Humility the good apostles call. 
At eventide, when clouds of sorrow lour. 
It lifts its head, unfolds its blossoms small. 
Some other plants of grace in sunshine bloom, 
like Faith and Hope, but she grows in the dark ; 
Nigh to affliction's bed, and near the tomb, 
Her sober leaflets, gently drooping, mark 
Her plot of earth. Sweet odours she exhales, 
Such as did please our pattern Lord of old ; 
And at the fall, when Eden's pleasant gales 
Were lost to man, and he his birthright sold 
For the forbidden fruit, this flow'ret grew, 
And, close allied, Eepentance fruited too. 

G 2 
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Humility. II. 

"Foxes have holes, birds of the air have nests, 
The Son of Man can nowhere lay His head." 
He stooped so low that men in all their quests 
Find not His like. His footstool earth, He said. 
Yet heaven was His throne ; and, 'twixt the twain. 
He was the throne content to leave, and die. 
He stooped as low as Joseph's grave, as pain. 
As bloody sweat, as Cross of Calvary ! 
Oh ! what a gulf to cross, from God to Man ! 
How does He teach us creatures of a day, 
Whose life is but a little hand-breadth's span. 
Humble and reverently, to walk His way, 
To have about ourselves no lofty thought, 
Whose wicked pride the Lord from heaven brought. 

Humility. III. 

What is Humility ? Lowly to think, 
And lowly deeds to do, with lowly mind. 
To esteem others much, and always shrink 
From self-display, and rate our own behind 
The properties our friends possess. To be 
Modest, and free from ostentation, pride. 
And kindred vice that follows, as, at sea, 
Sharks do the ofEal, sailors throw o'erside. 
"^'q^h mindedness, and love of show, and theft, 
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To keep a false appearance up in life. 

Make men of honour soon be quite bereft. 

Then follow close, ill tempers, blows and strife. 

Wherefore be humble thou who nothing hast, 

Save that which to thee through God's hand has passed 1 

Humility. IV. 

Ah ! yes, the crown is thine, the blessed crown 
He puts upon thy brow, who himiblest walked. 
When from high heaven to earth He stooped down, 
And, with us men, in love so lowly talked. 
What said the Christ ? " That man who doth abase 
Himself, his fellows shall exalted see." 
A deep himiility will win the race. 
When pride is declared a laggard to be. 
There is a goal to which all himible tend — 
The goal of God. He says that He will sup 
With the contrite and himible soul, whose end 
Shall be in bliss. When time has fOled earth's cup. 
And its elements melt with fervent heat, 
Then shall all humble souls God's glory greet ! 

Sincerity. I. 

Sincerity her heart wears on her sleeve, 
Nathaniel like. Craft burrows like a mole. 
Gmleless she speaks, and honest folk believe 
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The story that she tells, coEBiatent, whole. 

No winking with the eye, or sleight of haDd 

Disgraces her, or oauseth any shame. 

Her word stands firm, and on it all may stand, 

Assured no blot shall ever foul her name. 

Erect and firm, she looketh straight before, 

Turning aside neither to left nor right. 

Her tongue distilleth honey, and the more 

She speaks, the more may we ait down and write 

The perfect and unvamiBhed truth ; and clear 

As crystal shall her every thought appear. 

SiNCERiTT. n. 

Expediency and diplomatic art 

May serve their turn for base and wily folk, 

But she eschews the faintest ruse of heart, 

And conscience resteth still 'neath her light yoke. 

Magnetic is the power her virtue wields, 

Pot heart* grow sick of treachery and trick. 

Escutoheona fair, and unpolluted shields 

Her armour are, and men approve them quick. 

The flag she hoists is lily-white, and pure, 

Stainless, and from all blemish void and free, 

Anii worship will kneel at her sainted shrine, 

Which choicest ^irits love for purity. 

How thankful should dark human nature be 

Vnr thy transparent glass, Sincerity ! 
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Sincerity. III. 

It goes without the saying that her fame 
Is wide, as is the knowledge that she lives. 
'Tis so delightful when you tell her name, 
To know that what she promises she gives. 
It is so diverse from the common style. 
That you can trust her whatsoe'er she says. 
The essence she of every good ; her smile 
Irradiates all on which its sunshine plays. 
The coin she minteth is of standard weight, 
And her fair image makes it pass all round. 
Hers is the golden bond that binds the state 
In all its parts, so that the whole is found 
Upright and true. On her the just may rest 
In peace, the object of a lifetime's quest ! 

Sincerity. IV. 

Twin child to the honest is the sincere. 
Both are ingenuous, in branch and root. 
The latter may sometimes imcouth appear. 
And act so as fastidious not to suit. 
But both are sterling coin, and bring not loss — 
Mere promises to quiet duns. Each means 
Just what it says, without a feint or gloss. 
And lets the creditor behind the scenes. 
To be called sincere is high praise to win ! 
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Though, stumbling, to the goal of right to come, 
Not for the sake of praise, but what within 
Excels all other men's encomium. 
The applause which imsuUied conscience gives, 
The highest prize for which the purest lives I 

Eepentance. I. 

Repentance is not a mood, but a grace. 

The sulky child repents, and sins again ! 

Walking the treadmill as it turns apace, 

Convicts repent — because they suffer pain ! 

These both repent, only in form and mood. 

But true hearts grieve, because they grieve their God. 

And over the wrong they have done will brood. 

And be more hurt for the sin than the rod. 

Whoso repents not that he did repent. 

Is the true penitent. That man amends 

His way, and knows his stripes were wisely meant. 

And turns his thoughts to compass nobler ends ; 

The hand that strikes he humbly stoops to kiss. 

And strives thenceforward not to act amiss ! 

Repentance. II. 

In sackcloth and in ashes lies the soul. 
And sore cries go up from a bleeding heart. 
Tears flow, tears that the man cannot control. 
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Because he hath sustained a wicked part. 

Hands wring, head droops, the voice cries out in pain, 

A wail of woe, but not of dark despair 

Smites the offended sky, then straight the rain 

Of mercy drops, making the foul one fair. 

Next on a throne of exultation stands, 

He who once trod the broad and dreadful way, 

In whose deep ruts the imrepentant bands 

Are snared, but where his feet now never stray 

Siuce grace he knew, so bounteous, kind, and free, 

The gift of Grod's forgiving Majesty. 

t Eepentance in. 

The good repents, the wicked sinneth still, 

And with a high head marcheth on his way, 

Abating not a jot of his self-will. 

Or halting to consider where he'll stay — 

Eight in the face of doom, the bosses thick 

Of his Almighty Maker's shield he dares, 

TiU he be struck and smitten to the quick, 

And ill it with the hardened rebel fares. 

'Tis right exhibits magnanimous grace 

To acknowledge a wrong, and pardon ask, — 

Such souls in falling, rise, and hence the place 

Of worth assigned to those who learn this task 

Is high at present, and hereafter too ; 

Blest are the depths the penitent pass through. 
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Eepentance. rV. 

When with her hair she wiped the Saviour's feet, 
The woman, who had once a sinner been, 
Performed an act of true repentance meet. 
Whose memory has since been evergreen. 
The Lord Himself declared it so should be, 
And His apostle wrote it in God's Book, 
A proof for ages that His purity. 
Welcomes repentants with a loving look. 
The only measure that He gives to men, 
Is that He much forgives who much repenta. 
And at the falling of their tears again. 
His loving heart each time afresh relents. 
No prodigal e'er turns his face to home. 
But God the Father runs to bid him come ! 

Gentleness. I. 

Thou art the very Modesty of Love, 

And not, as often thought, its weakness sole ; 

The gentlest Man was He, who from above 

Came down, and yet His love was strong and whole. 

A giant may be gentle with a child. 

But is he less colossal in his height 

Or strength because he stoops ? If he be mild 

He doth enhance and magnify his might. 

To play the woman thus, differs in kind, 
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And in degree, from childish attitude, 

As much as childishness is far behind 

The bliss and guilelessness of maiden's mood ; 

The power of gentleness is mostly seen 

When iron hand has velvet glove for screen. 

Gentleness. II. 

Gentleness also means beneficence. 

'Tis not a sapless, passive plant of grace, 

But one whose colour, toned, delights the sense 

By want of garishness, in sunny place. 

It does not hide, but lives in balmy air. 

And zephyrs fan its loveliness alway. 

And when, perchance, a storm might her impair, 

Bending, she will her modest curtsey pay. 

When oaks and elms will splinter, crack and fall, 

Her very pliancy to her will prove 

Salvation, when the thunders loudly call, 

And lightning flasheth from the clouds above. 

She boweth where earth's monarchs lift the head ; 

And liveth on when they are with the dead. 

Gentleness. III. 

When zealots rage, and anger tears her hair. 
She with soft word entreats, and wins the heart. 
Even moody melancholy, dark despair, • 
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She charms with smiles, and plays delightful part. 

When the rough boor fumes forth the lie and oath, — 

Without one word appearing like reproof, — 

She indirectly shows him that they both 

Unworthy are, but does not stand aloof. 

But rather gives repentance room to work. 

And conscience time to bear its blessed part. 

To mollify the heart, in which may lurk 

Some sparks of good, which into flames may dart 

When Providence prepares the fittiug way. 

To thank that love which spake not, but did pray. 

Gentleness. IV. 

The beneficent powers most gentle be. 

What so persuasive as the kindly dew. 

Doing its world-wide work so silently ? 

The subtle drawing of the magnet, too — 

What powers, part seen, and more unseen, it wields ? 

Lo ! how the syphons of the hills are set 

And what a force th& tidal water yields ! 

And who has traced electric action yet ? 

O'er mighty realms these quiet giants move. 

So vast their strides you cannot hear them go. 

And is there subtler force than woman's love, 

SteppiDg with velvet shoes o'er fields of snow ? 

Ah me ! when competition is so keen, 

How difficult to say who shaU. be Queen ! 
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Meekness. I. 

Thou art the cautiousness of Wisdom's self, 
Disinterested caution, void of guile, 
And willing to he laid upon the shelf. 
And be discounted, even though folly smile. 
Thou wilt not answer hack, but curb the tongue, 
And bear the ill which bad or good may cause. 
If of intent or inadvertent flung. 
Agreeing or transgressing reason's laws. 
Thine is an introspective look, and thou 
Dost calmly judge, and rate thyself as small. 
Willing that thou to Ignorance should'st bow, 
Eather than vindicate thy worth to all. 
How blest is he who is accoimted meek. 
And to the smiter turns the other cheek ! 

Meekness. II. 

In the eyes of the great and blessed God, 
The meek and quiet spirit hath great price, 
And though it to the worldly may seem odd, 
'Tis better far to take the meek's advice 
Than wrangle as do fools Better bear wrong 
Than argue for the right, and cast our pearls 
'Fore swine, who only understand the thong 
Which smarts the flesh, as blows the backs of churls. 
Moses was meek, and after Grod's own heart. 
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A man beloved, and he God's Israel led 
To Canaan's verge, and played so well his part 
That the Lord through him his own people fed 
With water from the rock, and at last was laid, 
By Grod, in valley tomb no mortal made. 

Meekness. IIL 

The meek', saith David, inherit the earth 

And delight themselves in abimdance of peace. 

When the wicked run riot, then comes dearth. 

And of their life they hold precarious lease. 

The meek ne'er frets himself for evil men. 

Although they rise, and seem to rule the world. 

He knoweth well — what is beyond their ken — 

They soon from seeming power shall be down hurled, 

Therefore he resteth in the Lord, and waits 

With Patience what the end of all shall be. 

Content with little that he hath, he rates 

Riches of many wicked, poverty ; 

For they shall be cut ofP, and surely die, 

But the meek's seed shall grow and multiply. 

Meekness. IV, 

When laid beside the fruit, ripe and matured. 
The seed looks small, and little seems to say. 
The germ-corn which for ages has endured 
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In a dead Pharaoh's hand, makes poor display, 

But lo ! when it is sown, what fruitful fields 

Wave, in due time, in furrows by it fiUed, 

And nations feed upon the bread it yields, 

Until amazement with amaze is stilled. 

The potent meek lie hidden in the mass. 

Till the day comes when quiet thoughts have life. 

The city is besieged, but they can pass 

By conduit, else unknown, midst all the strife ; 

So they the host by night lead forth in rear. 

Surprise the foe, and conquerors appear ! 

Praise. I. 

Take off thy shoes, and, soul, abashed appear, 
Close thou thine eyes, and lift upturned palms, 
Stoop thou thine head, and worship humbly here. 
For 'tis the place for prayer and holy psalms ; 
Then lowly chant His praises, God and King, 
Who made thee what thou art, and keepeth so. 
Sing if thou wilt, but minor measures sing, 
Till sense of worship kindles all a-glow ; 
Then only may'st thou joiu the loud refraiu 
Which hosts above, imoeasing, swell for ever, 
Till to withhold would cause thee poignant pain, 
That thou from these hearts on high should'st sever ; 
Then sing with fervour, lest thy heart should break, 
And the whole diapason's compass take ! 
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Praise. II. 

What is to praise P Not sole to join the hymn, 
But to live out thy thanks and gratitude 
Devoutly every day, to worship Him 
With an imstinted thanks, of whom was sued 
At early mom, He would thee watch and keep 
Whilst through the day thy work was being done ; 
With thanks imstinted too, ere thou dost sleep 
At night, when holy light and sunshine's gone. 
They praise the best, who live as well the best. 
God loves obedience more than sacrifice, 
And they by Him are coimted mostly blest, 
Whose industry still with their worship vies. 
To praise — it is to fill the simple part 
Which the loved Master gives the loving heart. 

Praise. III. 

When 'neath the leafy canopy of groves 

Thy footsteps wend, and in the boughs above 

The songsters thrill their love songs to their loves, 

They sing the praise of Him who made them love ; 

When lambkins gambol on the lea with joy. 

They praise the Power above that makes them play ; 

And beast and fish, each in its several ploy. 

Praises its Maker in its special way. 

Darkness and light, the sun that shines by day, 
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The moon, the staxs that cdrruscate by night, 
The vales, the lakes, that 'midst the mountains lay. 
The billows rolling in majestic height, 
AH praise, and though mankind should silent be, 
These still would chant their glorious symphony ! 

Praise. IV. 

Oh ! rapturous thought, the day soon will come 
When we shall be for ever with the Lord ; 
When He His own dear self will take us home. 
And teach our lips to sound the unknown chord ! 
Till then we each must watch, and wait, and sing. 
Labour and pray, in view of His keen eye. 
And neither touch nor taste unholy thing 
That will defile or smirch our purity. 
Oh ! what a song 'twill be whose grand keynote 
Will seek to express what we then shall know, 
When from clouded eyes He will take the mote, 
As horizons of earth fade out below I 
What a grand inheritance we possess 
From the day our Lord we humbly confess ! 

Prayer. I. 

How oft hath it scaled impossible heights, 
How oft hath it crossed the gulf of despair ! 
How it fills Kfe's road with heaven-sent lights, 

H 
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And makes the earth-born breathe a summer air. 
'Tis blest with power to soothe the aching lieart, 
By commune with the Master of the world, 
And softens ills, allays the wounds which smart. 
And brings heartsease when midst afflictions hiirled. 
It stopped the hungry lions' mouths of old, 
Brought fire from heaven in the heathen's sight, 
Even raised the dead, as the Scriptures have told 
With a pathos deep — of the Shunamite : 
It claspeth the hand of the Lord on high 
And while it clasps it lisps its feeble cry ! 

Prayer. II. 

If thou hast light, then pray thou still for more, 
If in the dark, bend down thy knee to Q-od, 
Thy feet to guide. With earnestness implore, 
As if, but for thy prayer, He would His rod 
Still wield. Dost thou big waves of sorrow breast ? 
Acknowledge thou thy sins, and with thy heart 
Resolve on better ways. Thy sins confessed 
Will lighten thee, and thou afresh canst start. 
Never forget the monarch's withered hand. 
Made whole in answer to the prophet's prayer. 
Know for a surety. He who doth command 
All the artillery of heaven, can spare 
Both time and means to nourish e'en a worm, 
And by His lowliness His might affirm ! 
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Prayer. III. 

Pray thou, remembering 'tis to the King 
Of might and majesty thy suit is made, 
Upon whose footstool thou dost tread, and bring 
Thyself for off 'ring,, with a low-bent head. 
And adoration in thine inmost soul. 
Q-o, too, with faith that He can grant thy will. 
Be fervent, yet thy fervour curb, control, 
And qualify ; and " If thou wilt," say still. 
Thy sins confess, and, smiting on thy breast. 
For mercy ask. With supplication cry. 
And bring thanksgiving, then in patience rest 
The answer thou hast asked from Q-od on high, 
Forgetting not He loves thee tenderly. 
Whether He give or doth thy suit deny ! 

Prayer. IV. 

The gossamer threads that the spider weaves, 
Are fine in the glint of the summer sun ; 
The thrills of the nerves our sensation weaves, 
Are almost past ere their tremor's begun. 
How quick is thought, how delicate the eye ; 
But finer cords than these there are in prayer. 
Which Heaven join to earth by heaving sigh, 
Tea, ere that sigh is heaved, Q-od is aware. 
The sense of helplessness is quite enough ; 

H 2 
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It need not be expressed, to catch the ear 

Of our blest God and Father, whose rebuff 

The faintest penitent need never fear. 

Then pray in hope, from deepest depths my soul, 

Fear not, for He will surely thee console. 

Justice. I. 

Justice is a grace for every day. 

And needs not to wear ermine on its sleeve, 

Before its royal maxims shall have sway. 

As many people in the world conceive. 

For Justice sits not only on the bench 

And gives its judgment when the law requires ; 

Such law, as even the vilest rogues can wrench 

To suit their case, when outward act transpires. 

But judges with the conscience and the heart 

"Where no spectators be, or public voice. 

And acts throughout that truly righteous part. 

Which is the real earnest ChriBtian's choice. 

Made in the light of the great judgment day. 

Which shall all lesser motives sweep away. 

Justice. II. 

Christ summed up Justice when He wisely said 
" Do thou to others as thou would'st that they 
Should do to thee." Change places. Let thy head 
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Be on his shoulders whom thou would'st betray ; 
His eyes be thine, and let his rights, his due, 
His hope, the accidents of all his case. 
Be fully kept before thy mind and view ; 
Fair let him start, nor handicap the race. 
If slander's breath impeach, or its vile slime 
Asperse a name that should revered be ; 
Or if, perhaps, for the ten thousandth time, 
A false report be borne again to thee, 
Assume there must be good that men call black. 
But tell it only at the victim's back. 

Justice. III. 

Fair Justice wears a fillet o'er her eyes, 

And holds an even scale. Nor rank, nor wealth. 

Nor any other accident that Ues 

'Twixt man and man, may her approach by stealth. 

Impartially she hears the rich and poor, 

And when the case is closed, without a fear 

She giveth sentence at her open door, 

Regardless, quite, who may be standing near. 

Ghflcoigne to durance vile consigns the Prince, 

When he forgets to law the honour due ; 

And Britain, that she may the worid convince 

That she is just, rears high where all may view. 

Above the very throne, the cartoon fair 

Which teUs the tale. Eight will no culprit spare ! 
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Justice. IV. 

When felons plunder life, their victims dead 
Haunt them with fear of retrihution keen, 
And peopled is their earth with souls who fled, 
At their behest to the dim land unseen ! 
For dreams at night and terrors of the day- 
Life is not worth their having, and they flee 
From place to place, to drive the sights away 
That scare such villains, though no others see. 
HiR bloody hand he never can wash clean. 
Whose heart is stained with imrepented sin. 
And he the world would count a price too mean 
To give, to let a sweet repentance in. 
To bathe them white. Justice doth never die, 
And sinners foul, for ever hear her cry ! 

Mercy. I. 

She stoops, and with her arms outspread, and pahns 
Down turned to bless, she lights on woe, and sin 
The cause of woe ; her drooping eyes shed babns 
For both, amidst earth's clash and roaring din. 
Her winnowing wings from heaven bring peace 
To troubled souls, forgiveness for those sad 
For sin, to whom its sting henceforth shall cease, 
And their repenting souls shall turn from bad. 
Her white stole, in her downward flight to earth. 
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like a Imninous cloud floats in her trail, 
And at her ooming hope receives new birth. 
And the voice of despair doth cease to wail, 
For one has come for whom tired earth did wait, 
Who should her bitter case alleviate ! 

Mercy. II. 

In that dark day when out from Eden passed 

The primal twain, Mercy her work began ; 

And she shall reign whilst Time's short day shall last. 

And inen exist throughout its little span. 

At that fair garden gate her lilies rose. 

And they have bloomed since then, and their white seeds 

Have spread the wide world o'er, and till the close 

They shall give soothing bahn for human needs. 

As from wrecked bark, the cargo wafts ashore. 

And spices flow from out her laden hold; 

So did those seeds flow down the stream of yore, 

And spread their blessed germs so manifold. 

That soon no lonely isle in distant seas 

Shall lack the harvest of that heaven-sent breeze. 

Mercy. III. 

The merciful are blest. Mercy again 

WiU come to them when they require her aid. 

For it is writ — ^mercy they shall obtain. 
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Mete thou to others mercy, Jesus said. 

Take not thy pound of flesh because the bond 

Gives it to thee. Hear Portia's pleading voice. 

Thou shalt lose nought if thou dost glad respond ; 

And shun the hardness of a Shylock's choice. 

Thy God doth make His rain to f aU on good 

And evil too, but yet there is no waste. 

Back to the thrower's hand where first he stood 

The boomerang returns, circuit twice traced. 

When that man grieves who bound up others hearts, 

Mem'ry and those he blest twice ease his smarts. 

Mercy. IV. 

Dear Mercy, at what time thou playest thy part 

'Tis surely then the summer of the soul. 

Sunshine abounds, and zephyrs of the heart 

Blow kindly, and thy suppliants console. 

The clouds of wrath are past, and holy dew 

Instead of vengeful rain of justice falls. 

The smallest flowers their spreading leaves peep through. 

And the sweet bird to its loved partner calls. 

The garden bloometh like the bower of God, 

And thanks of men like perfumed incense rise, 

Love's odour doth exhale from out the sod, 

And all admit that Mercy kind is wise. 

Forgiveness is the gift we each require ; 

And Mercy's seat well filled we all admire. 
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Forbearance. I. 

What is to forbear ? To rest under ill ; 

To keep the sword shut in the scabbard sheath ; 

To bid the arrow not to fly and kill ; 

To curb the soul, and stay the furious breath ; 

To be provoked, and never strike a blow, 

And when the forehead veins like whipcords rise, 

And tingling hands would smite offending foe. 

To turn aside, and shut averted eyes. 

Q-od is forbearance. If He took six days 

To make the world ; seven must slowly go 

Ere Jericho's proud walls He down would raze. 

Its stubborn people quite to overthrow. 

His thunder's roar precedes His lightning flash. 

That man may turn and just conviction quash. 

Forbearance. II. 

The Jewish writers say that Grabriel, 
Angel of Mercy, has a pair of wings, 
But the Messenger of Justice, Michael, 
Hath only one. So holy legend sings. 
Q-od's mercy pities misery, but sin 
That caused the misery, forbearance spares ; 
His equity the more shines forth herein. 
And sinners ripen as their doom prepares. 
The barren flg tree cumbereth the ground. 
Yet God's long suffering waiteth for it still. 
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So that with useful fruit it may abound ; 
Great sinners too have time to turn from ill. 
Copy thy Lord, and wicked men endure, 
Perchance thy bearing may their evil cure. 

Forbearance. HE. 

Sir Eardley Wilmot, Justice of the Court, 

Wag asked, " Was it not manly to resent 

A wrong " P And answered straightly, " Yes, he 

thought," 
But added, giving nobler maxim vent, 
" But 'twould be Godlike to forgive." This word 
Ponder thou o'er, and keep it in thy mind 
"When thou art tempted to imsheath thy sword. 
Lest rage thee fast its helpless captive bind. 
The slightest motion of the hand, the rein 
That holds, when yawning precipice is nigh. 
Will make the restive horse fly oflF amain 
Adown the gulf which gapes, a hair's breadth by. 
A gunshot echo up an Alpine pass 
Will start an avalanche, rend a crevasse ! 

Forbearance. IV. 

It only needs a tiny match to fire 

A train of powder, therefore, be thou ware, 

And curb the angry word that stands as sire 
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To awful deed ; and have a jealous care 

Lest thou inflame thyself beyond control. 

A trigger touched will send a soul to hell, 

A murderer to the gallows goal ; 

But if consideration intervenes, 'tis welL 

When thou hast conquered in the war of life, 

Forbear thou thine advantage o'er thy foe. 

And when thy heel is on his neck in strife. 

Forgive him if he yield, and let him go. 

So shalt thou coals of fire heap on his head. 

And his son's sons spare thine when thou art dead. 

Contentment. I. 

" With godliness, contentment is great gain." 

Content implies not idleness, but work ; 

For he is but a fool with idle brain. 

Who shuts his eyes like a fatalist Turk ! 

It means, not to repine at Providence, 

Because we are not pleased with given lot, 

And will not take good gifts in confidence, 

From Him who knows what mortal eyes see not. 

The skilful gardener sometimes needs to prune 

And cut the stock ere he can graft a rose. 

And the wild crab matures, and is no boon 

If it, unchecked in nature's state, still grows. 

The gash that makes it bleed yields place for fruit, 

Which for the nourishment of men may suit. 
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Contentment. II. 

Her ruddy form, and smooth, imwrinkled brow, 

Betoken that the heart is sound and right, 

No worm is at the bud ; and as the bough 

Bends with its load, it is a pleasant sight 

To see the rich bright fruit content abound. 

No poison clusters, looking fair, depend. 

Which taken, rankle in the veins all round, 

And their lured victims to the graveyard send. 

Care frets, and worry decimates mankind ; 

Content is like a gracious anodyne. 

With God we may walk safe, though we be blind. 

Nor need we for a fooKsh wish repine. 

He dwelleth safe, who dwelleth with content, — 

The best of balms, by Heaven's bounty sent. 

Contentment. HI. 

Contentment is a plant in soil that grows 

Nor rich, nor rank, which breeds not weeds as well, 

But one, through which, though spare, rich water flows. 

Causing results, whose reason those can tell 

Alone who well observe the hidden cause. 

Like ferns that grow upon the rock she thrives, 

And throws out fronds bright evergreen. The laws 

That govern her well-being, she contrives 

To turn to best account, with gracious skill. 
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And frets not, that the laws she cannot rule ; 
Accepts them as the means of higher will, 
In whose great service, glad she goes to school. 
To learn the art of taking what is given, 
By kind, and never evil-meaning Heaven. 

Contentment. TV. 

Contentment does not mean to fold the hands 
And go to sleep. It means to do the best 
We can, and then all done, each understands 
He should not fret, because he is less blest 
Than other men, as if the Lord had made 
Mistake, and put him in erroneous place. 
Repining wears both edges of the blade 
Of life, the cutting and the resting face. 
Not resting well when it is time to rest ; 
Spoiling the cutting power skilled work demands. 
The maker of the instrument knows best, 
Wherein the peril to its structure stands, 
And He has made us aU, each for his place. 
And reaps the most result from granted grace. 

Self-Denial. I. 

The grandest school in all the earth, is that. 
Where men are taught that they must self deny. 
He much has gained who there hath meekly sat. 
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And learned to discount the proud pronoun I. 

It takes a deal of schooling, too, to teach 

A man to love his neighbour as himself. 

To let his own skiff lie upon the beach 

"Whilst others sail ; or moor upon the shelf, 

And watch the fav'ring gale, the brimming tide. 

Float them into the Haven fair and sound, 

Whilst his brave craft is to her anchor tied. 

Just swinging slow, with ebb and flow, right round. 

But if that duty be, 'twiU not be sore 

To rest awhile, plying nor sail nor oar. 

Self-Denial. n. 

When there are sick to nurse, and sunshine glows. 

It is not pleasant work to stay indoors 

From week to week, from mom till evening's close. 

Treading the self-same steps until it bores ; 

But if the sick your kind attention need, 

And they are soothed midst sore and trying pain. 

When you the blessed Bible's comforts read, 

Surely your self-denial is not vain. 

The pillow that you smooth may be their last. 

The parched lips you quench may bless your name ; 

And when the swelling Jordan they have passed, 

How oft will come the mem'ry of the same, 

And you, perhaps, in kind may be repaid. 

When the Lord lays low your own aching head. 
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Self-Dbnial. in. 

A cup of water is to Sidney brought 

Upon the battle-field, but with a moan 

He passes it to one who well has fought 

And wound received, not fatal, like his own ; 

And Sidney dies, but with an endless fame ! 

Succeeding generations hear the tale, 

And all the world reveres the honoured name 

Of that brave knight, from forth whose visage pale 

On Zutphen's field, there shines a glory's light. 

Which the majestic face of living king 

Wears not. A saviour is Sir Philip hight. 

And round the globe men's fervent praises ring. 

Yet, greater Saviour was there once, who gave 

His holy life, believing souls to save ! 

Self-Denial. IV. 

The king of self-deniers is the Lord, 

The Lord of might, and power, and life, and death. 

His splendid immolation doth afford 

Cause for eternity with joyful breath 

To shout His name abroad, to sing His praise. 

To be like Him in self-denial found 

Is everlasting monument to raise, 

And all we touch to make a holy ground. 

To abnegate one's claims and rights for aye. 
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And lay them humbly at the feet of Christ, 
Is to rank one's self where a world's survey 
Shows few compete. Service like that is priced 
By Him, as noblest that a man can take, 
And He a hundred fold will payment make. 

Perseverance. I. 

Far up the Alpine heights the gentian grows. 

Its colour is the blue the bee loves most. 

In its high place among the crystal snows, 

It dwells in altitudes few flowers boast. 

Although no bee its nectar e'er should store, 

It lives and fiUs the part to it assigned. 

Its motto always is " Excelsior," 

And Perseverance flower is none behind. 

In heights she climbs her duty to fulfil. 

The golden crocus, too, in early spring, 

Her spikes shoots through the silver snow, and still 

Proclaims to man, God's laws the seasons bring 

Alternately, to prove his word stands fast. 

Summer and winter, seed time, harvest last. 

Perseverance. II. 

Genius may soar amid the realms above, 

But Perseverance ploughs earth's fields around : 

This can to heaven at a vault remove. 
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But that persistent paces conunon ground. 
Cast back thy glance on those with thee began 
The race of life. Who win the goal of ease ? 
The toiling folk, or those who skies can span ? 
The toilers win, not those whom notions seize, 
Who work by fits at their allotted task. 
Tortoises crawl, whilst bounding hares career, 
Or in the bright alluring sunshine bask. 
Or take a nap tiU the slow drudge appear, 
And, waking, find the race already ran 
By those who plodded since the start began ! 

Perseverance. III. 

The spider swings, and fails his web to hang 
Upon the rafters of the bam where lies 
The Bruce, who watches with a fellow pang 
Its oft defeat, at length it victor spies, 
And courage takes, so that that sleepless night 
Has Perseverance taught the warrior bold. 
Emerging thence he issues to the fight. 
Nerved with new strength, devices manifold. 
And wins the day. How many men are taught 
By creatures lower in life's scale than they ! 
" Gro to the ant, thou sluggard," and be brought 
To wisdom's thoughtful, calm, and patient way. 
Nest birds by straw on straw their homes complete, 
And bees load hives with frequent sips of sweet. 

I 
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Perseverance. IV. 

The persevering sea when ebbing here 

Doth elsewhere flow, and laves a distant shore. 

Ghreen isles of Southern seas, and Arctic sphere 

In turn behold it calm, or hear its roar. 

It ceases not its work by night or day. 

Saints too hold on in holiness and right. 

Here lisps a child as little children pray 

At mother's knees, at morning tide and night. 

The child becomes a man. Sickness arrives 

And lays him prostrate on a dying bed. 

Death comes, and as his spirit death survives, 

Bright angels hover round his sinking head. 

The blessed spirits beckon him to come, — 

First saved, next sanctified, now welcomed home ! 

Public Spirit. I. 

They tell that the brave Quintus Curtius dives 

Alone into the gaping forum's rent ; 

Our modem times yield many men whose lives 

Are for the good of others nobly spent. 

Pompeii shows a Roman sentry now. 

Who, whUe the lava flowed, stood at his post. 

Erect and firm, and with a calm set brow. 

As though a king — not death — passed through the host. 

How many good physicians are there still. 



FRUITS OF THE GARDEN. 115 

Who, like the Frank, will sit the plagued beside. 
Noting the fatal symptoms with his quill. 
And ere he die, submerged the sheet will hide. 
Which, disinfected thus, tells other men 
How, being struck, health may return again. 

Public Spirit. II. 

How they exalt the race who leprosy 
Will risk, to save the leper's soul alive ; 
What noble souls must such Moravians be, 
Into a stagnant sea like that to dive ! 
The great reversion, and their Grod's " well done," 
Makes it a light thing life and joy to lose. 
Such men their Heaven have on earth begun. 
E'en now they live the life that has no close, 
And well are they assured of their reward. 
They know that now is but of life the gate. 
And hence they never count the service hard. 
But bear with calmness their probation state. 
Till they shall be on wings of angels borne. 
To the endless life where no lepers mourn ! 

Public Spirit. III. 

The statues are the nation's compliments 

Enshrined in stone, or in the molten brass. 

And busts preserved, are the lasting cements 

1 2 
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Which bind earth's best in one, as ages pass. 

The public spirit that they showed survives, 

And those they served evince their gratitude, 

By giving to each race as it arrives, 

The " counterfeit presentment " of the good. 

All have not statues reared, nor do all stand 

In view of generations yet unborn. 

But e'en the humblest subjects of the land 

Cannot of conscience witness be forlorn. 

Freedom's the birthright of that citizen, 

"Who lives where nations prize their public men. 

Public Spirit. IV. 

There are no names to conjure with, like those 

Of patriots who serve the common weal ; 

And he has nobly lived, who at life's close 

Carries the verdict of a people leal. 

Grod bless the countries where such choice souls dwell. 

And make the roll increase from time to time, 

Men who the ranks of our most famous swell, 

Whose praises even the little children chime. 

Of whom the mothers of the land are proud. 

And sires delight to tell their noble deed. 

Men towering high above the common crowd. 

Rich in renown, and Christian in their creed. 

These are nobility the purest bred. 

Whose hearts are sound, and names revered when dead. 
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The Sense of Duty. I. 

The grace that binds all others into one, 

A sheaf of com for Heaven's great gamer fit, 

Is that which tells when duty should be done. 

How, when, and where, as conscience doth submit. 

This, midst the moral pestilence that kills. 

Keeps sound and sweet the tempted heart of man. 

This is the pole star of our fickle wills. 

That constant points true north through life's whole span. 

What we may do, and what things leave undone, 

Show plainly on the dial God hath set. 

So that e'en fools may read, and, ere begun. 

The deed that but breathes in embryo yet, 

If right be watched, where pointeth duty's pole. 

May live and save the shipwreck of the soul. 

The Sense of Duty. II. 

When the fire leaps and the great waters swell, 
And victims cry in agony for aid. 
The man that tries his kind to save does well. 
And prayers in heaven for his weal are prayed. 
Angels look down o'er crystal walls with joy. 
To watch such saviours treasures safely land. 
And winged applause attends such grand employ, 
Whilst glad spectators here wave cheering hand. 
Life lost in saving life is never lost. 
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But beams with everlasting lustre still. 
He dies humane who dies at highest cost, 
And children yet unborn shall feel the thrill, 
Of that heart's pulse that doth exhale to-day, 
Mid noble act, for whose success all pray. 

The Sense of Duty. III. 

The sense of duty chides the man that trims, 

And, with an angling eye, bids for applause ; 

Expediency, and such-like petty whims. 

Are poor transgressors of her holy laws. 

Whose hearts are right with God the truth shall know, 

Nor care for smiles or scowls a single whit. 

They to the goal will as the arrows go. 

Which from the bow straight to the centre flit. 

Whose hearts are right with God, the right shall do, 

Not heeding any earthly king's commands ; 

EVn though they pass the red-hot furnace through. 

They shall emerge thereout with unscorched hands. 

Flames cannot kindle on the heads of saints. 

Whom Bible-story with bright lustre paints. 

The Sense of Duty. IV. 

The core at which the various virtues meet 
Is Duty's shrine. King Conscience holds the rein 
That curbs or still impels with step more fleet 
The steed of will, for pleasure or for pain, 
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For right or wrong, for heaven or for hell. 

When duty sleeps, wrong, pain, and hell come nigh, 

When conscience wakes, heaven, right, and pleasure 

dwell 
Within the heart, and beam from placid eye. 
Grod made us so that a sanctified will 
Works always with the power that makes for right. 
The beacon-tree of duty crowns God's hiU, 
Is ever in His garden full in sight. 
And wayfaring man that joumies that road. 
If he lack wisdom let him ask of Grod. 

The Sense of Duty. V. 

Mid mariners that sail in life's great ship. 
Two officers at least each crew contains, 
WiU at the rudder where the stem doth dip. 
Foresight which ever at the prow remains. 
One tells of rocks, and sands, and shoals ahead, 
The other steers the course where safety lies. 
Quick as the telephone's alarm is read, 
Off goes the ship, if he in charge be wise. 
But if the will be stubborn, then no cry 
Has any force, and the poor craft is lost. 
Perchance, 'twixt friendly piers, whose buttress higli 
Was reared, for shelter where the breakers tossed ! 
Who can blame Reason if her lighthouse shine, 
Yet men will drown amid mad passion's brine ? 




in.— EEFLECTION. 

Thus through the garden of Christian grace, 

The muse with a faltering step has gone; 

For it is fit that she should lowly pace 

Amidst those plots where wise ones work have done. 

There are flow'rets fair in the pleasaunoe of God, 

Which grow by the stream where its green trees thrive, 

And crowds oft think they tread a barren clod. 

Where bees find honey sweet to fill their hive. 

Humility doth blossom for the King, 

And so lowly lies that dull folk pass by ; 

But her Lord can discern the meekest thing. 

Who keeps both small and great beneath His eye. 

Even odours are His, and hues and shades. 

Of all the flowers on earth's hills and glades. 

Each honest heart that stirs the gift within. 
Has an Abettor great above the sky, 
All faithful ones shall His approval win 
Who is the loyal spirit's best aUy. 
True wish to please our God, and His command 
Obey, is never lost. He notes it down. 
And though it seem hard in the rear to stand 
When worthless folk unjustly wear the crown. 
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All shall be right at last, and even here 

He who one talent uses well, his plot 

Of garden tends with care, although with fear, 

Shall have, what gambling sin possesseth not, 

A conscience clear, heaven's flower, and not that weed 

Self-will, which rampant springs'from earthly seed. 

There is but one in whom all graces meet. 

The perfect man; the Rose of Sharon He ; 

That Christ who, in the flesh, with, blessed feet. 

Walked through this field of God's great husbandry. 

His was the spotless soul, the perfect heart. 

The inmiaculate mind, the holy wiU. 

Each grace in Him completely fiUed its part. 

And all He preached 'twas found He practised still. 

All men should aim to foUow where He led, 

And though there shall not one to Him attain, 

Who loved the living and who raised the dead. 

His Blessed Spirit yet doth here remain 

To lead us each to better, higher life. 

And teach endurance calm midst earthbom strife. 

Whence is it that He bears so many names ? 
Why but because He stands alone, unique P 
That none was filled with such immortal aims, 
Or spake such words as He was heard to speak P 
Not one of all the sons of men could bear 
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Suoh epithets as quite befitted Him ; 

Such majesty as His none would compare 

With any earthly king's, and yet how dim 

It shene, when in humility 'twas veiled, 

A workman at His father Joseph's bench ! 

What love was that which wept when death assailed 

His Lazarus, and would not angry quench 

The smoking flax of penitential heart. 

Yet nerved His own to act Golgotha's part ! 

The lily of the Valley was a name 

Of His who spoke of lilies of the field, 

Showing that Solomon, when all aflame 

With glory, did not half their glory yield. 

The cedars of the mountain tops shall fall. 

And bloomless be all green trees of the wood ; 

Grass of the mead and hyssop on the wall 

Shall fade, but the place where the lily stood 

And drooped, shall always furnish ground for praise. 

Calvary's tree bore life, and still shall fruit 

In Paradise, theme of angelic lays. 

Mixed with the tireless songs which each recruit. 

From out this blood-bought world of ransomed men 

Shall swell, till heaven's broad courts shall ring again. 

Its healing leaves shall grow for nations all. 
The Vine and branches there shall re-unite. 
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And words ChriBt fitly spoke shall we recall, 

Apples of gold in silver pictures bright. 

The garden of Gethsemane shall then 

Eich prelude prove to H is celestial grove, 

Filled with glad crowds of praising, Christ-saved men, 

Who, to attain to grace, for ever strove ; 

And now, they wave their green victorious palms, 

Have passed from grace to glory's topmost height. 

Changed from Grod's garden here, and its lisped psalms. 

To the full swell, and the unclouded light. 

The songs divine which the new Eden yields. 

To heaven's grand chorus, and its flowered fields ! 

How came they there ? They died and rose again. 

The springs of earth are past. 'Tis summer time. 

Death's winter's o'er, and resurrection gain 

Is won by flowers wafted to better clime. 

There came a mist which o'er the valley lay, 

And sister trees and plants grew undefined 

In the dissolving haze of parting day. 

The mom dawned fresh on those still left behind. 

They whispered each to each, " Transplanted now 

Are our companions dear, from hence, to life 

Far richer than is ours in vales below. 

They bloom, they fruit, they're done with care and strife ; 

like them, we, too, that gentle transfer wait. 

By which we pass through death to glory's gate." 
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How the blood warms, inventive grows the mind, 

When Spring promotes all life with genial breeze. 

She gives the best of evidence we find. 

To prove that Nature with God's word agrees. 

One demonstrates that which the other tells — 

That resurrection is the sequel sure 

To pomps funereal and tolling bells. 

All Nature blooms afresh when Spring doth lure 

The seedling to upraise its tender head, 

Coaxes the sap to rise in torpid trees. 

And manifests that life which seemed quite dead, 

When snow-flakes fell, and all the lakes did freeze. 

She is God's preacher, eloquent and fair. 

By which our rising He doth clear declare. 

The flower-angel comes with honied lip, 

And gentlest touch, to cool the fevered brow. 

He gives a kiss, and mortals quiet sip 

The balm he brings, which makes death harmless now. 

Next they triumphant mount to where, aloft, 

The blest abide who never, never die. 

Death is the loosing of the bands so soft, 

With which the unseen veil the Angels tie. 

'Tis but an intersected sigh, a breath 

In twain divided with a golden knife. 

And men misname a closed eye opened, — Death, 

Whereas it should be called — ^the gate of Life, 
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Into whose sphere enlarged we enter then, 
The life of God, Christ, Angels, perfect Men ! 

Our better creed improves past symbolism. 

And loves not broken columns, nor ships wrecked, 

Nor stringless harps, as if the unseen abysm 

Of Death dissolved us, and all joys that decked , 

Life's road. How different the catacomb 

Memorials are, where no inverted torch 

"Was ever set on holy martyr's tomb. 

Or on the walls of Christian temple's porch. 

No broken branch should hang, or tulip stalk 

Be snapped, where bodies in ** God's Acre " lie ; 

But wreathed hands, with fingers raised, should mark 

The upward spirit-path beyond the sky, 

And stars of hope, and cross with glory crowned 

Or rising figures, winged, and heavenward bound. 

We do not turn a river's course to find 

A place to hide the bodies of our dead. 

Or kill who bury them, their limbs to bind 

In secret's gloom, that none may know their bed, 

As Attila was laid to his last rest. 

And Alaric. Nor do we, like Jehan, 

Build fabrics funeral in splendour drest. 

Then bore out peerless artists' eyes, that man 

May never rear a second Taj Mehal ; 
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But rather mark the spot where rest our dead, 

And give our noblest, grandest funeral 

In hoar Cathedral piles, and oveirhead 

Write epitaphs, that poets skilled indite, 

And carve their busts, to bring them back to sight. 

Oh ! what a fruitage shall we see one day, 

When all the gardening of time is past, 

And spirit eyes shall see that grand display 

The Gardener gives, which aye shall last 

In higher sphere, the Paradise of Grod. 

Each providence, and all the scheme of life 

Will be illumined in that blest abode. 

So as light to shed o'er its peace and strife. 

The retrospect shall bright as day become, 

And heights ethereal effulgent be. 

When we have reached the Father's blessed home. 

And entered on His grand Eternity, — 

The tillage time of our probation state 

WiU yield a bliss we cannot calculate ! 

God has His under-gardeners who strive 

For their reward, and He gives liberally 

To such below. The mothers first contrive, 

(The Persians say " Heaven's at a mother's knee,") 

To train the youthful plants in righteous ways, 

And win the gardener's smile in all they do ; 
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Fathers and brethren next he yieldeth praise 
For kindly watching, tending, pruning too. 
Pastors and Teachers play their loving parts, 
And keep an eye on growing flowers and trees, 
Training aright the tender twining hearts. 
So that, when grown, they may the Master please. 
In God's great garden many souls engage, 
To all of whom He giveth ample wage. 

Part is paid here, but the reversion proves 
A nobler guerdon for their patient toil. 
All sow and tend in hope, and Heaven's groves 
Abound with proofs, which show the parent soil 
Has not neglected been ; and tiny trees 
Which once were cherished in their early growth. 
Now wave as giants in the pleasant breeze. 
Fruitful they were in their probation's youth. 
And now in youth immortal bloom they fair. 
And shed their odours on the genial gale. 
Bowing with everlasting fruit they bear. 
Where winter cannot reach, nor storms assail. 
Sow then with hope in youthful minds to-day, 
And soon the soil will rich reward display. 

Each prudent flower grower nurseries flnds. 

To shield the seedling plants from cold and storm, 
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And kindly cherishes the budding minds, 
That they may early holy habits form. 
The lovely cyclamen in angel white, 
Outspreads its wings with crimson glory tipped, 
And always seems prepared to take its flight. 
As little children do, sweet ruby-lipped. 
Such flowers require the sheltering greenhouse care. 
And warmth in winter lest the frost may nip 
Their tender forms. So should our children share 
The home's best love, that they may early sip 
The sweets of life, and rev'rently be reared 
For God's abode our Father's home endeared. 

Blest those, who make the sum of evil less. 
And who promote the varied forms of good, 
Stem vice's tide, and seek the bad to bless ; 
Or feed the youthful mind with chosen food, 
To make of children men and women true, 
God's children, loving right and hating wrong ; 
Who nurse pure tastes, and high examples through 
A blameless walk, and spend their days among 
Those, who most need 9,n elevated life 
Lived out before their eyes, an eloquence 
Worth all the speech, and all the heat and strife 
Of senates — deeper in its consequence ; 
For Parliaments make laws with fear for base. 
Philanthropists allure an .erring race. 
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Exalted places are prepared for those, 
Who tender twigs to the right way incline, 
And when they reach their under-gard'ning's close. 
They shall as brilliant stars in beauty shine. 
Fruit shall they see of conscientious toil. 
Gladding the Spirit world, with retrospect 
Of trees they watered in earth's lower soil, 
Wherewith the plains of bliss are brightly decked. 
They sow to best account, who sow for joy 
That Grod will manifest when life is done, 
Beneath the sky. He gives them sweet employ 
In higher spheres while countless ages run. 
Where everiasting flowers perfume the air. 
And richly fill heaven's pastures broad and fair. 

Soul culture and instruction bring good fruits, 
As land manured repays in bounteous yield. 
Labour expended digging round the roots 
Makes barren trees to bear, improves the field. 
Espaliers taught to range in perfect rows, 
Gfive length to vistas stragglers could not give. 
So restive tempers guide, that not morose 
Shall thwarted wills turn, as when pedants strive. 
Spend not your art, and Nelsons needless teach . 
To have no fear, or Wellingtons to train 
In order's ways. Impulsive Buxton reach 
By love, and he will break the slave's hard chain. 

K 
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Gordon, you need not tell of Providence, 
Who chooses deserts for his residence I 

Train not the child for what is nearest hand, 
But look far off, and so exalt his views ; 
Lure him to love with warmth the unseen land, 
And lesser goals to run he'll not refuse. 
The best of trees take longest time to bear, 
Because deferred the fruit is richest too. 
Dog roses and sour crabs improve with care. 
And use for grafts where best results ensue. 
To chide your little human plants, be loth ; 
Warn errant twice or thrice, before you chide. 
See that your dealing does not make you wroth — 
With passion intermixed, — ^but calm abide, 
And when your love greater than stripes they see. 
Tour children will come bounding to your knee. 

Sunny companions for your offspring seek. 
For simshine ruleth all the great, roimd earth. 
And happy hearts and faces still bespeak 
Thatg^LdisporitionsgiTetabLh. 
The best of flowers are those that love the sun. 
And brightest colours court his splendid gaze. 
And when meridian hours are past and gone. 
They still reflect the luminary's rays. 
The night soon comes, but longest day that lives 
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Yields us caloric too, as well as light, 
And what it once receives it outward gives, 
And warms in shadows of the blackest night. 
Fill, then, with education's light, the soul, 
And it shall shine when age's winters roll. 

We never see but half a perfect sphere. 
As the great world goes round, its plants are fed 
With light, and dew, and rain, as days appear. 
And nights revolve around the sleeping head. 
Receptive days are those which childhood lives, 
In open sunshine of life's happy mom, 
The rays fall vertically down, and thrives 
The heart beneath the blaze which then is bom. 
Life's star revolves with nimbleness to-day. 
But on its axis creaks when years are gone ; 
All rQimd equator light its beams doth play. 
But radiates less as the pole wears on. 
Then let thy plants the tropic rays absorb. 
Pray that the light of life may fill their orb. 

The germs of duty sown down here expand 
Into umbrageous trees of joy above. 
Yielding delights in that most pleasant land, 
Whose balmy atmosphere is wholly love, 
And angel denizens shall sharers be 
In the bright bliss the new come souls bring there, 

K 2 
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And will with fresh ecstatic wonder see 

The landscape sweet, to them become more fair. 

Thus shall the last inhabitants both give 

And back receive a thrill, from those bright ranks, 

And aU the vast domain^ again shall Hve 

In new-found joy, and join in grateful thanks 

To Him that sitteth on the crystal throne. 

In realms of light mid emerald rainbow zone. 

How then will memory the furrows fill, 

With holy seeds of thought all bearing now. 

For which the airs of earth were all too chill, 

To let their motives blossom out and grow. 

Then good intent will rank for finished deed. 

And what we would, but could not bring to fruit 

Because of adverse circumstance, will read 

Now to be owned of God as substitute 

For perfect act, because presented then 

With the sweet incense of a Saviour's prayer. 

While all the lacking of us mortal men 

Made perfect is, perfect beyond compare. 

What glorious discoveries shall we 

Frail creatures make, when we heaven's GFardener see ! 

How will the banks of bliss be all aglow 

With lovely flowers, transplanted hence by Him, 
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Shining in wide parterres, where rivers flow, 
Which keep them bright by holy waters' brim. 
How will they gratify delicate sense. 
Or what is in its room in glory's land, 
Where raptured saints will fill the courts immense. 
And past with present will join hand to hand. 
Sincerity will as performance count, 
In that clear atmosphere, where God's eye beams 
From end to end, on hill, and vale, and mount. 
On all that host who look on God-lit streams, 
Filled with an endless thanks, a bliss quite full, 
A constant banquet of the beautiful ! 

The little gardens that we tended here 
For love of Him, wiU panorama-wise 
Extend, and e'en as groves of bliss appear. 
Beneath the beauty of heaven's sunny skies. 
Trees that were blasted with the shafts of earth, — 
Sound at the core — will life renew with zest, 
Will bud and blossom into second birth, 
And stand, true trees of God to all confessed. 
Where the earth's winter froze good purpose quite, 
Heaven's summer will display both fresh and green. 
Where misconception clouded over right, 
The genuine act shall in God's light be seen, 
There will be marvellous revealing there, 
And many last the first of men appear ! 
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Shrubs that the wind of jealousy did bite, 
Shall no more withered be, but full of sap ; 
Eternal day shall banish then the night. 
Which brought to many a floweret pale mishap. 
Where want of patience spoilt the tiller s toil, 
And hope waxed feeble in the gardener's soul, 
Where weak faith stumbled, and the crop did spoil. 
Love shcdl make up the lacking for the whole. 
Where wicked hands grubbed up the tender plant 
Of good desire, and souls were led astray, 
The Righteous One will not in kindness want. 
But count the wish as if it won the day. 
Best views will be conceived of honesty, 
And kindest thoughts be thought of modesty. 

The cHme will suit the universal throng 
Of products fair, and all will royal be. 
The very choicest that all hearts could long 
To find, we shall in God's bright garden see. 
No cankerworm shall eat away the bud. 
Nor locust kind devour the radiant host ; 
Nor palmer worm have entrance if it would. 
To devastate the fair and blessed coast. 
The angel throngs that mount the jasper walls. 
Shall never there be called alarms to give, 
Whilst others pace with joy through pearly halls. 
And strike the key-note of the strains that live 
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For ever in the blest abode on high, 
Ajid fill the welkin of the glorious sky ! 

No blight shfiJl then the holy growth destroy 

Nor Boreas keen, nor hot Sirocco's blast 

The delicate plants of heaven annoy ; 

And thunder showers shall be for ever past. 

Tornadoes shall not there uproot the trees. 

Nor whirlwinds groves of monarch oats displant, 

Seas shall not rage and inundate the leas, 

Nor the woods be robbed of their sweet bird's chant. 

In lieu of ice and snow or torrid beams, 

The Lord shall temper every wind that blows 

With His own Spirit s breath, and no extremes 

Of heat or cold shall tender petals close ; 

But all shall breathe an atmosphere serene, 

Excelling far the airs of earth's demesne. 

No slander shall have course with venom foul. 
Nor malice hiss with serpent tongue above. 
Nor critics carp beneath the sheltering cowl, 
But each the rest will look upon in love. 
Nor thief nor liar shall infest the place. 
To steal the moral attributes that thrive 
In the new Eden land, and grow apace ; 
Nor any moth heaven's garb of sheen deprive. 
The living flow'rets never shall decay, 
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Where amaranths bloom on God's holy hill, 
Throughout Eternity's unclouded day, 
Bright with the presence of its sunshine still. 
The Lami) shall be the light of that blest land 
Where joy and smiles shall beam on every hand ! 

No death or sorrow, reddened weeping eyes, 

No more fatigue or over-burdened heart, 

No aching head or pain-extorted sighs. 

No rankling wound, or nerves that tingling smart. 

No battle trumps, or sounds of shattering gun. 

No birds of prey with hoarse and screaming cries, 

Nor beasts to leave their lairs with setting sun. 

Or serpent brood with fascinating eyes. 

No will-o'-wisp, nor black Serbonian bog, 

Nor desert sand with scorpion f anged to kill. 

No night to tempt the hunting owl, or dog 

Unclean to batten till it take its fiU, 

No " roaring lion seeking to devour," 

Nor saint amenable to tempter's power ! 

May we not presume to generalize 
From what there is to what there is to be P 
The rarest beauty will greet loving eyes. 
And the xmcouth we never there shall see ; 
The softest touch our souls shall recognize. 
And avarice shall never soil the soul ; 
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The sweetest sounds, refined, shall harmonize, 
And erring notes shall not discordant roll ; 
The fairest meads will scent the purest air, 
And upas never shed its baleful blight ; 
The banquet of the spirit shall be there, 
Sublimer than earth's touch, sound, sense or sight ; 
Some new and grateful pleasures we shall find, 
In love provided for the God-like mind. 

Will all our 'prentice time be thrown away, 

While sense was minister to soaring soul P 

Or will pure spirithood assert its sway. 

Excelling what the fiesh did once control P 

Shall we lose song and have no substitute ? 

Will memories of earth a blank become ? 

Nay, the unfieshly I, at being's root 

Will bud afresh, grow in a larger room. 

The Bible speaks of praise, and harps, and song ; 

Saint John admits of tune, and voice, and sound ; 

The Bible speaks of palms, and white-robed throng. 

So there are groves celestial ; and around 

The bar of Grod, arrayed on left and right. 

We shall behold the Judge all men requite. 

Will tribal ties be sundered then, we ask P 
The Bible says the Tribes God's angels seal. 
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"Will Afrio's sons be there, done with hard task P 
The Bible says all nations shall reveal 
Their choicest ones before our wondering eyes, 
AU climes, and kindreds, peoples, nations, tongues 
Shall meet in Gk)d*s pavilion in the skies, 
And He shall right probation's many wrongs. 
Will Justice' reign be o'er ? Nay, just begun. 
Will Love begin to fade and die up there ? 
Nay, Faith and Hope their circuit will have run. 
But Love will blossom then more bright and fair. 
The love of Christ will all it promised prove. 
And all the company will dwell in love. 

Do we ne'er reach the confines of that goal 
Until we die ? Are glimpses not vouchsafed ? 
Do not earth's mists in secret prayer uproll 
So high, sometimes, that we become less chafed 
With worldly thorns and sin P Soft curtains fall 
Aside, and Heaven doth its vail uplift, 
And we see vistas not perceived by all. 
How near it comes when aspirations rift 
The clouds of earth in pious youth ; or when 
A firstborn comes, or daughters wedded be. 
Or a child's child — an innocent of men — 
Comes with unworldlike thoughts, to try and see 
If in its working hours we ever sleep, 
Or constant watch and ward untiring keep ! 
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Ohildren ask questions that please mothers well. 
" If I were where that ship goes out of sight 
Would that be heaven P Or where Sabbath bell 
Eings in that brightest star on calmest night P 
Who keeps the hills from falling if earth's round P 
Where do the winds sleep when they do not blow P 
What makes the tide the earth in circles bound P 
Who holds the reins and curbs the sea's waves so P 
Who is it paints the sunsets and sumise P 
Is there a giant sprinkles pink, and blue, 
And white, and drops them all about the skies, 
And looks to see us pleased the cloud wreaths 

through P " 
When child puts questions such as these to men 
Is he not wiser than God doubters then P 

Is man not nearer heaven when a boy P 

Tom Hood says yes. Man's heaven is God's smile. 

Perhaps He smiles the most when simple ploy 

Delights, and artlessness abounds, not wile. 

A drummer-boy only at harsh command. 

Will beat a drum to drown a dying cry. 

Heaven's instinct then rebels. The pure shall stand 

Upon heaven's floor. To them God's ever nigh. 

Those of all years are there, best of our kind. 

He who so precious was, the mirror's face 

Was held close to his lips, least stain to find 
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Of breath, or to know if a finished race 

Was run. 'Twas heaven the dying thief obtained 

Who prayed to Christ, — ^then Paradise attained ! 

Oh ! what a view will greet immortal eyes, 
When the great groves of Q-od flash into sight, 
As when the splendid Eastern sun doth rise. 
And bathes the landscape all around in light. 
Will not our souls the glory seek to shade 
Away from their unprenticed dazzled view. 
As the approach to marvellous light is made, 
O'er passing far hope's bright, most sanguine hue ? 
Or will the beatific vision flood 
All sense and prospect, with a tempered tone. 
Enabling us to look on highest good. 
As a child may look on its father own ? 
Shall his children leap to the arms of God, 
When their feet flrst touch the Elysian road ? 

What like shall the welcome be ? In what wise 
Shall our spirits respond to its great joy ? 
Shall we take there discriminating eyes 
By which we here perceived as man and boy ? 
Will difiidence survive, and frankness walk 
The golden streets with candid step, and look, 
Rejoicing, right into His eyes and talk 
With condescending God ? And will the book 
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Of memory, of interposing love, 
Recall how we were reinforced below, 
When evil nigh o'ercame ? When we above 
Are landed safe, shall we be all aglow 
With praise, or shall we reverently bow 
With a far deeper awe than we feel now ? 

Shall little children talk with Grabriel, 

And saints mature, and feel with them at home P 

Will Moses then look back to Nilus' swell 

And kiss the lips of infant souls who come. 

Not like himself, through Pharaoh's palace Court, 

But from some humble Jewish home, whose head 

Escaped that night Death's angel havoc wrought ! 

Will the great ones of earth be lowly led 

By little angel hands to Christ and God? 

Samsons be introduced by Giant faiths. 

Or pigmy frames who early left earth's sod. 

To mount to heights where glory dwells, and wreaths 

Of everlasting flowers adorn the place. 

Such glory as great God awards to grace ? 

Surely we shall not all be destined, each 
To dwell with kindred souls in rank and file, 
Circles of blest ones as doth Dante teach ? 
But still on Dante Beatrice may smile. 
The Tuscan technically rates mankind, 
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But shall not all earth's excellency mix, 
Yet not great Paul's majestic chain unbind 
Which differing stars in varied grades doth fix ? 
According as we shine in grace below 
So shall we shine in glory bright on high, 
And all who to &od's blessed Eangdom go 
Shall find its bliss supreme above the sky. 
Surely it would detract from perfect joy 
To mar it with dull ores of earth's alloy. 

Who shall such riddles read while in the flesh. 
Or probe the mighty problem which no eye 
Of mortal here hath seen resolved, though fresh 
Anoint with eye-salve granted from on high 
To fervent prayer ? No human ear hath heard 
Below, or heart of man conceived, the store 
That He hath promised in His holy word. 
To those who faithful service to Him bore ; 
But this we surely know, that we shall see 
Him as He is, and like to Him become. 
Oh ! what a vision that ! What change shall be 
On us poor creatures wrought ere we go home — 
Go home to Christ, to &od, to light, and life. 
And quit for aye these scenes of sin and strife ! 

Then trees of righteousness shall we become. 
Pit for that upper garden of the Lord, 



RBFLECTION. 143 

To flourish where alone the good can come, 
Such as are kept by power of His word- 
Then hail transplanting time, vision of God, 
Which shall our highest hopes exceed by far, 
And which, meantime, shall cheer us on the road, 
And make the lamp of hope shine like a star, 
Until that sim shall rise, which brings the day 
That has no night, nor cloud, nor black eclipse. 
In which inhabitant shall never say, 
" I tire, I faint, I thirst " with parched lips. 
But when on all shall rise the effulgent orb, 
Which all the mists of earth shall swift absorb ! 

Blest day, come soon, when, on the heights of love, 
Gh:«en palms shall flourish over sainted heads ; 
When heartsease shall in velvet groups above. 
Bring all its wealth to richly coloured beds. 
To make them quite surpass all earthbom flowers. 
With hues our present spectrum may not know. 
Where cares cloud o'er our quickly fleeting hours, 
And prisms in sorrow dipped, duU colours show. 
Blest day, mature, whose roses, without thorns. 
Shall bloom where willows never drooping weep. 
Where balsam of the sky the place adorns 
With choicest hues, which Heaven alone can keep ; 
Where ivies green climb sanctuaries fair. 
Clinging like souls to God in time of prayer ! 
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Blest day, that will redress all mortal wrong, 
Speed on thy course, for heavy is the cry, 
Because the upas, sin, Q-od's trees among, 
Lifts its empoisoned head towards the sky. 
Mephitic vapours spoil the garden now. 
And kill or dwarf the tender plants of God, 
Volcanoes slumber 'neath the surface plough. 
And on the soil is written, " Ichabod " ! 
The flowers sigh and pant for heaven's breeze, 
The pastures for redemption promised wait, 
A nervous thrill affecteth all the trees, 
And aU our spirit gardens palpitate ! 
AU wait for thee, day blessed of the Lord, 
All wait thy coming with deep-strained accord. 
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At length our theme we close, unworthy done — 

Probation here, immortal glory there ; 

Seed time to-day, to-morrow fruit begun. 

The fruit of all the life in garden fair ; 

Discipline here, endless reward above. 

They read amiss who all affliction count 

As punishment. God's strokes are strokes of love, 

And meant to raise our thoughts to life's great fount. 

God-chastened souls are nearest here to bliss. 

Affliction's badge points out the chosen son. 

All truly wise would not their chastening miss, 

For it attests them heirs of life begun, 

Begun, to be matured in better clime. 

Devoid of storms and rains, of sin and crime. 



The grandest foil a tempted man can own, 
Against probation's many trying cares. 
Is that his firmest hopes should all be sown, 
To blossom in the pure celestial airs. 
The bright reversion of the future state 
Is better far than earthly joys can yield. 
The heirdom to the crown the blessed wait, 
Is by no failing mortal hand revealed. 
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It will be given at heaven's open door, 

Before the Father's and the angels' f aoe, 

When the cleansed spirit knows its test is o'er, 

And finished is earth's agitating raoe. 

'Twill be worth more than wealthiest thought appraised, 

And eager hands to take it will be raised. 

The Eoyal Husbandman loves all His plants, 
And rears them with celestial airs in view ; 
Each has the care its special nature wants. 
And fills the part it was designed to do. 
In Him is no caprice like mortals show ; 
He knows His great design, and works it out. 
He works by rule, and constant acts below 
TTifl ends to gain, unerring. So, all doubt 
About His wisdom or His love dismiss. 
For nothing He contrives is second thought, 
But all is framed to bring His children bliss ; 
Nor ever lacketh He the means, or aught 
That is required, perfect to njake His plan. 
To bless with His best love His creature man. 

Let none assume celestial life is won, 
Unless he travel tribulation's road. 
And oft with tired feet ere his journey's done. 
No man can reach his soul's supreme abode 
Except he pass along the King's highway. 
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He must pay toll in sweat, and blood, and brain, 
And turn aside sometimes his Lord to pray 
For lightened burden, less of care and pain. 
We aU are learners in his school below, 
Serving our time that angels we may be. 
And have a Master kind, who loveth so. 
He tutors each of us proficiently. 
His goal we only reach through trial's school, 
And wise become when we respect God's rule. 

His rule is to love virtue, every grace ; 

To have one's mind in line with that of God ; 

Conduct to frame, and so to run lif e s race 

As always to be true along the road. 

Not envy, nor contempt, nor foolish pride, 

A whit should make us swerve from duty's path. 

Nor want of sympathy whate'er betide, 

Nor glozing flattery, nor aught that hath 

Not sound of genuine minted coin. 

Stamped with the image of the perfect King. 

All views extrinsic from thy thoughts disjoin. 

Live as thou wouldst when death to thee shall bring 

Thy whole life's dealings, in their God-seen guise. 

Then shalt thou peacefully close dying eyes. 

Consider well, ye thoughtful men, if God 

So richly clothe the earth with verdant grass, 

L 2 
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And herbs, and flowers, and lofty trees that nod 
Beneath rich fruits, wiU he not far surpass 
The honour and the beauties given to them, 
And make us blossom fair and bright above 
In His own Eden land P If splendours gem 
The earth we tread below, what will His love 
Prepare for those who reach His grand abode ? 
Shall we not, too, prepare for glories great. 
Walk in Christ's steps our ever upward road. 
And daily strive to enter Heaven's gate ? 
For God who made the flowers, our Father dear, 
Yearns that we each should in -His home appear. 

Through ev'ry stage the immortal race of men. 
Passes like seeds of transitory plant ; 
'Tis first the blade, and next the stalk, and then 
The fuU com in the ear. Shall mankind want 
What needs to make the seedling's perfect growth P 
If matter doth mature, shall not mind too P 
Are we like trees, whose years of rain and drouth 
Are counted, when, their fallen stems cut through, 
They are prone on the earth that bare them laid, 
Their rings concentric telling all life's tale P 
Or are there long joys when Death's debt is paid, 
A nobler life when we have passed the veil P 
Thou fool, com is not quickened till it die, 
Death but ensures our Immortality. 
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^Twere better be shell of the world's first sea, 

Crawl in its ooze, and settle in its slime, 

Than cease to hope for Immortality, 

And seU for pottage mess birthright sublime ! 

'Twas something grand to be a stepping stone 

To higher life, though humble was the part 

In God's great scheme that early form could own. 

But at the top to be enthroned, and smart 

With the sense that earth's lights must soon go out. 

And black annihilation close the scene, 

Is past all reason ! Revelation doubt, 

And you destroy the best life that has been, 

Prophets and martyrs lived and died in vain, 

Man is discrowned, a victim to be slain ! 

If rocks contain the forms in which God first 
Displayed life, and the trilobites and fish 
Are there preserved, to gratify our thirst 
To know and search Him out, how far the wish 
Should be removed, that all is o'er with man 
When mother Earth entombs his weary bones I 
If eyes, fins, scales we may minutely scan 
When years untold have hid the teaching stones ; 
If rain-drops of the showers of early time. 
And foot-marks of primeval birds survive. 
And ripples of the waves, shall death's dull chime 
Blot out our souls, the part the most alive ? 



i 
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Shall we reverse what G-od has taught us plain, 
That what takes long to make doth long remain P 

Perish the thought ! I'd rather be a waif 
Entombed in rooks, to puzzle prying mind 
Of man, or be a rain-drop garnered safe. 
Or ripple of the tide, preserved, consigned 
To after ages' wondering review. 
Than die without thy hope, Eternity ! 
If my quick sentient soul can nothing do 
But know the things of time, no future see. 
It would unhinge the doors of all my life. 
And make me grovel like a beast to-day ! 
Besotted souls would conquer in the strife, 
And gorging gluttons parts of heroes play. 
But, no ! our soaring souls to heaven must fly, 
Bearing the key to untold wealth on high ! 

A living dog, excels a lion dead. 

Dead men are worthier than the beasts' great king I 

If girth and bulk assumed creation's head. 

Why then to great behemoth honour sing ! 

And if my great career leads nowhere, then, 

The eozoon must have my homage base ; 

Disrated is the Godlike race of men. 

And piteous indeed is mortal ease ! 

The grass in withering immortal proves, 
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For it reviyes, and in its seed assumes 
Afresh its place, as do the charming groves ; 
But whosoe'er digs down, and me exhumes, 
Digs but a putrid heap of coarsest clay, 
Bom, mated, sepulchred, to worms a prey 1 

The Farsee folk revolt at such a thought, 
And so, famed " Towers of Silence " they provide. 
With vultures, never needing to be sought 
When funeral obsequies the dead abide. 
The corpse once laid upon the grated floor. 
And aU. the mourners left departed friend. 
And the last one has closed sepulchral door, 
Down flock the birds, and make an unseen end ! 
The Parsee thinks our frame too precious is, 
To moulder and to rot, but — ^that is not 
Our way. — Some bum, some sink in the abyss 
Of the great sea, perforce, as falls their lot ; 
But wheresoever they die and buried be. 
Earth's wisest men look to Etemity< 

Bed Indians bind the dead chief to his horse. 
And let it lead the Squadron in the gloom. 
And gallop first of all the tribal force. 
Unreined — ^the precipice becomes a tomb ! 
The riders halt, then back defile ; 
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The ohieftain leaps to happy hunting ground ! 

The Spanish Old is likewise horsed ; the wile 

Speeds war, and conquered f oemen dead abound. 

His might survives, his simulated self 

Still conquers in the blaze of hottest fight. 

Patroclus arms with armour from the shelf 

Of great AohUles' tent. Troy dreads the sight, 

And even Hector flies. So effigies 

Of famous men work wond'rous prodigies ! 

If effigies can do so much, how much 

May men surviving in a higher life 

Perform, acquire, aspire, when Heaven's touch 

Has purified the spirit free from strife P 

Surely the greater will contain the less. 

And real hving soul transcend its self ? 

What unseen new abilities will bless 

The workers done with toil, and moil, and pelf ? 

Shall light celestial thicken on the gaze, 

And company divine demoralize. 

And spirits of the just have weeping eyes P 

Nay, rather shall not souls ennobled come 

To highest bliss in God's supernal home ? 

We cannot to this glorious Heaven attain. 
Leaning on golden couches all the road, 
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But should, like craft empowered to plough the main, 

Draw others in our train with treasure stowed. 

Precept will not abundant entrance yield, 

But fair example, toil in person will. 

Bread corn with golden fruitage fills the field, 

And seeds reserved repeat their harvest stiil. 

" Faith without works is dead," and what man sows, 

The measure of his reaping aye controls. 

When, duplicate, his life in others grows, 

TTifl joys a host shall prove in garnered souls. 

God's garden, if filled full with fruitful seeds, 

Will flourish fair, and leave no room for weeds. 

The moral law is such which rules our case. 

That fruits which follow on probation time 

Are reaped in glory as they're sown in grace ; 

Scant sowing in our mortal morning's prime, 

GHlves harvest scant when we have passed from hence. 

*Tis therefore wise and right to be employed 

Upon our Father's work, give evidence 

We love. Who act from love shall be conveyed 

To blissful home in loving angel's arms. 

And hands that helped to reap earth's harvest white, 

And swelled the labourers in the vineyard farms. 

The Gardener shall abundantly requite. 

The missionary band wiU be revealed 

Amid John's host whose foreheads shall be sealed. 
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All sowing that but gratifies the flesh, 

Time-serving, sordid in its aim and bent, 

Will prove hereafter but a devil's mesh, 

An occupation all in vain, misspent. 

Deeds then shall leap to light, the mould of earth 

Would not allow to fructify complete. 

Ideas that from Heaven owed their birth, 

Will then with thoughts more earthly erst compete. 

First shall be last, and many last the first, 

All tinselled dross that shone will not prove gold, 

And when earth's trial time is fully past, 

Many a humble secret will be told. 

And prayers from living earnest hearts that rose, 

The serried ranks of men redeemed disclose. 

Just at the moment that the rain is o'er, 

And vapours melt before the sun's bright face. 

The brilliant bow dissolves from heaven's fioor. 

Just at the moment when men close life's race, 

The clouds of care for ever pass away. 

The chains that bind the soul to earth are loosed. 

And Christian faces radiant shine when they 

Into their spirits' home are introduced. 

To Heaven's boundless vault, and white robed throng. 

With right its pearly gates they enter in. 

In to its golden fioor, bright vistas long, 

Which ne'er were seen by soul unpurged from sin. 
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In to the mansions of their Father's home, 
Christ's ransomed pass, and fill its splendid dome! 

None living know the bliss its sight aye gave, 

Nor Moses, nor Elijah, ever told, 

Nor God-loved Enoch, who o'erstepped the grave. 

John tells how one Lord's day he saw unfold 

In vision fair, its realm of crystal light. 

Paul saw, but utterance was not allowed. 

And Stephen, too. Saints nearing death, that sight 

Like him behold, whose opening glories crowd 

Upon their view, and in a flash, they see, 

Much more than eyes that mark the wealth of time. 

See all the while they live ! Eternity 

Then shows itself in aspect full, sublime, 

And such blest ones may well enraptured shine, 

Who gaze on the ineffable. Divine ! 




HENDERSON RAIT, AND SPALDING, PRINTERS, MARYLBBONB LANE, LONDON, W. 



1 



BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 

JAMES NISBET & 

21 BERNERS STREET, W. 



CO., 



DEVOTIONAL AND PRACTICAL 

ABIDE m CHEIST. 

Thoughts on the Blessed Life of Fellowship with the, Son of 
God. By the Rev. Andrew Murray. Crown 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

" The varied aspects of this practical truth are treated with much freshness, and power, 
and unction. It cannot fail to stimulate, to cheer, and to qualify for higher service." — 
Mr. Spurgeon m the Sword and: Trowel, 

By the same Atithor, 

LIKE GHBIST. 

Thoughts on the Blessed Life of Conformity to the Son of God. 

A Sequel to " Abide in Christ." Small Crown 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

" Everywhere may be felt a depth of devotion, true Scriptural earnestness, together with 
an affectionate simplicity." — Churchtnan. 

"The author has written with such loving unction and spiritual insight that his pages 
may be read vath comfort and edification by sdl." — Literary Churchman. 

WITH GHBIST IN THE SCHOOL OF FBAYEB. 

Small Crown 8vo. 2s. 6d. - 

" Cont^ns very valuable thoughts and practical suggestions." — Church BtUs. 

"A volume of rare excellence, and one which is much needed. "--CAr7j//aii News. 

y It is a book full of noble, tender thoughts, of deep spiritual yearning, and of strong 
inspiration to those who are seeking to get nearer to Christ."— CArrV/saM Commonwealth, 

THE GHHiDBEN FOB GHBIST : 

Thoughts for Christian Parents on the Consecration of the 

Home Life. Small Crown Svo. Price 3s. 6d. 

" There is a tone of fervour and devotion pervading the book that contrast pleasantly 
with the trivially inane tone some writers think fit to adopt in writing for and about 
children. All Sunday School teachers and parents would do well to lay its lessons to 
heart." — Methodist Recorder. 

"All that this author writes is good, but this book is the best of all ; not because it 
is more ably written than others, but oecause it treats a subject of supreme importance in a 
manner well calculated to produce a deep impression." — Christian Commonwealth. 



MOMENTS ON THE MOUNT : 

A Series of Devotional Meditations. By the Rev. George 
Matheson, D.D. Second Edition. Crown Svo. 3s. 6d. 

" In ' Moments on the Mount,' we are brought into contact with a writer whose whole 
soul is saturated with Divine ideas, and to whom Scriptural images are the exponents and 
symbols of spiritual conceptions. This little volume is not one to be read through at a 
sitting, and then laid aside. Rather each meditation is to be pondered over, and enjoyed 
singly and separately, and to be dwelt upon until it becomes a permanent possession. Their 
suggestions can hardly fail to stimulate to Biblical and theological research. ' — Scotsman. 

"It is a spring of deep thought, as well as of the purest emotion. Mind and heart are 
together in active -responsive exercise; hence the volume is invested with a rare spiritual 
energy, which lifts the soul of the reader above the visible frame of things around us, p'' ' 
brings eternal glories near."— Christian Leader, 



Books published by 



PLAOIDA'S GOSSIP; or, Earthly Thoughts on Heavenly Subjects: 

Suggested by the Collects appointed to be used on the Sundays 
and Holy Days throughout the Year. First Series — From Advent to Septua- 
gesima. i6mo. is. 

NEARER HEAVEN : 

A Help to the Deepening of the Spiritual Life. By the Rev. 
John Baird. Crown 8vo. is. 6i. 

BUILDINO FOR GOD. 

By Mrs. A. Russell Simpson. With Illustrations. i6nia is. 

By the same Author. 

STEPS THROnaH THE STREAM. 

Morning Readings for a Month. Square i6mo. is. 

"A verv sweet, quickening, stimulating volume. We trust that the work may secure an 
extended sale, and be of much spiritual blessing to God's believing people." — Mr. Spurgbon 
in the Sword and Trowel. 

" Its sweetness of tone and beneficence of spirit will make the book a favourite with 
many. " — Christicut. 

BEAUTIFUL UPON THE MOUNTAINS. 

Evening Readings for a Month. Square i6mo. is. 
"A series of brief readings, thoroughly devotional, earnest and simple, full of true 
thought, and exceedingly interesting." — Guardian, 

WELLS OF WATER. 

A Series of Chapters Descriptive and Practical on the Wells 
mentioned in Scripture. Square i6mo. is. 

"A series of short studies, meditations, and expositions on some among the many 
passages of Scripture which refer to wells and sprines. As in the preceding volumes of a 
similar kind from the same pen, there is here much earnest, unquestioning piety, and a 
felicity in illustration that many a minister may envy." — Scotsman, 

" Mrs. Simpson has given us another of her fresh and attractive little books. It is both 
refreshing and suggestive." — Christian. 

GATES AND DOORS. 

Square i6mo. is. 
" Full of anecdote and illustration. Mrs. Simpson's pleasant pages are well calculated 
to fulfil their author's design." — Churchntan. 

*' Original and stimulating in a high degree." — Liverpool Post. 



OOD WITH US," or, The Believer's Portion. 

By Anna Shipton. Crown 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

THE UPPER SPRINGS AND THE NETHER SPRINGS ; or, 
Life Hid with Christ in God. 

By Anna Shipton. Crown 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

HIS PERSONAL PRESENCE ; or, The Secret of a Bright and 
Fragrant Life. 

By the Rev. T. W. Thomas, B.A Crown 8vo. is. 6d. 



James Nisbet and Co. 



ROYAL aBACE AND ROYAL GIFTS. 

By Frances Ridley Havergal. Being the following Seven 
Volumes in neat cloth case, price los. 

MT KINO ; or, Dally ThoughtB for the King's Children. 

BOTAL COMMANDMENTS; or. Morning Thought! for the King' 
Servants. 

BOTAL BOITNTT ; or, Evening Thoughts for the King's Ouests. 

THE BOTAL INVITATION ; Dally Thoughts on Coming to Christ. 

LOTAL BESPONSES ; or. Dally Melodies for the King's Minstrels. 

KEPT FOB THE MASTEB'S USE. 

STABLIOHT THBOUOH THE SHADOWS. 

E(uh Volume may be had separately y price One Shilling, 

By the same Author, 

MOBNINQ BELLS ; or, Waking Thoughts for the Little Ones. 

32mo. 9d. Paper Cover, 6d 

LITTLE PILLOWS. 

Being Good Night Thoughts for the Little Ones. 32010. 9d. 
Paper Cover, 6d. 

IVY LEAVES. 

Being Thoughts for a Month from Miss Havergal's Poems. 
With elegant coloured borders i6mo. Cloth, is. Roan, 2s. 

TREASURE TROVR 

A Selection from some of Miss Havergal's Unpublished 
Writings. With Coloured borders. 32mo. is. 

^ " These gems of thoug^ht have been given an appropriate setting in an ornamental 
design for e\'ery page, in which the wood-sorrell (called by the Italians the ' Alleluia flower *) 
is woven into an attractive border." — Fireside News. 

MORNINQ STARS ; or, Names of Christ for His Little Ones. 

32mo. 9d. 



EVENING STARS. 

By Mrs. Evered Poole. 32mo. Qd. (This volume is written 
on the plan intended to have been carried out by Miss F. R. Havergal, as 
described in the Preface to " Morning Stars.") 

SPntlTUAL TRUTH FOR THE SPIRITUAL MIND OF 
BELIEVERS. 

By Thomas Moor. Crown 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

COUNSELS AND THOUGHTS FOR BELIEVERS. 

By Thomas Moor. Crown 8vo. 2s. 6d. 



Books published by 



ETHIOS OF THE HOLY GHOST ; or, Bible Readings on the 
Fruit of the Spirit. 

By the Rev. Philip Norton. With Preface by the Rev. 
Charles Bullock, B.D. i6mo. is. 6d. 

By the same Author, 

EMBLEMS OF THE HOLT GHOST; or, The Teaching of 
Inspired Word-Parables concerning the Lord and Giver of 
Life. 

Third Thousand. i6mo. is. 6d. 

THE HIGHWAY OF HOLINESS : 

An Abridgment (in the Author's own words) of the Gospel 
Mystery of Sanctification. By the Rev. Walter Marshall, with an Intro- 
ductory Note by the Rev. Andrew Murray. Crown 8vo. is. 

THE EVERLASTING RIGHTEOUSNESS ; or, How shaU Man be 
Just with God. 

By HoRATius BoNAR, D.D. Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo. 
3s. 6d. 

By the same Author. 

GODS WAY OF FEAOE. 

A Book for the Anxious. i6mo, 



MAN: 

His Religion and His World. 
i6mo. IS. 6d. 

THE STORY OF GRACE. 

i6mo. IS. 6d. 

THE RENT VEIL. 

Crown 8yo. 3s. 

THE CHRIST OF GOD. 

Crown 8vo. is. 

THE ETERNAL DAY. 

i6mo. IS. 6d. 



IS. 6d. A Cheaper Edition, price 
9d., or 6d. in paper cover. An 
edition in Large Type may also be 
had, crown 8vo. 2s. 

GOD'S WAY OF HOLINESS. 

l6mo. IS. 6d. A cheaper edition 
price 9d., or 6d. in paper cover. 
Large Type Edition. Crown 8vo. 

2S. 



THE SURE FOUNDATION; or, Thoughts on the Believer's 
Safety. 

By the Rev. Ernest Boys, M.A. i6mo. is. 
BEST UNTO YOUR SOULS ; or, The Enjoyment of Feace. 

By the Rev. Ernest Boys, M.A. i6mo. is. 

FILLED WITH THE SFIRIT ; or, Scriptural Studies about the 
Holy Ghost. 

By the Rev. Ernest Boys, M.A. i6mo. is. 



James Nisbet and Co. 



BE PERFECT I 

A Few Words to Christians on a Great Subject. (A small work 
on "Perfectionism.") By the Rev. George Everard, M.A. 32mo. 2d. 

THE SAINTLY CALLING. 

By the Rev. Canon Bell, D.D., Rector of Cheltenham. Crown 
8vo. 3s. 6d. 

By the same Author, 

LIVING TRUTHS POB HEAD AND HEART. 

Crown 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

HILLS THAT BRING PEAOR 

Crown 8vo. 5s. 



THE BLESSINGS OP THE TRIBES. 

By the Rev. Frederick Whitfield, M.A., Vicar of St. 
Mary's, Hastings. Crown Svo. 3s. 6d. 

By the same Author. 

LIGHT SHINING IN THE DARKNESS. 

i6mo. IS. 6d. 

CHRIST OUR LIPE. 

Readings for Short Services and Quiet Meditation. Crown 8vo, 
3s. 6d. 

PROM ANA TO BETHANY ; Or, Gleanings from onr Lord's 
Life on Earth. 

i6mo. IS. 6d. 

CHRIST IN THE WORD. 

Crown Svo. 3s. 6d. 



THE SAVIOUR PROPHET. 

Lessons from the Life of Elisha. 
Crown Svo. 3s. 6d. 

HOLY POOTPRINTS. 

l6mo. IS. 6d. 



THE SAVIOUR'S CALL. 

i6mo. IS. 6d. 

WHAT THE SPIRIT SAITH. 

i6mo. IS. 6d. 



TRUTH IN CHRIST. 

Crown Svo. 3s. 6d. 

VOICES PROM THE VALLEY TESTIPYING OP JESUS. 

Crown Svo. 3s. 6d. 

EARTHLY SHADOWS OP THE HEAVENLY KINGDOM. 

Small crown Svo. 3s. 6d. 



Books published by 



THE HEAVENLY LIFE. 

Being Select Writings of Adelaide Leaper Newton. 
Edited by the Rev. John Baillie, D.D. Crown 8vo. $5. 

THE ETERNAL PURPOSE OF GOD. 

By Adelaide Newton. With Prefatory Notice^by [the Very 
Rev. Hugh M'Neile, D.D., late Dean of Ripon. i6mo. 6d. * 

THE MELODY OF THE TWENTY-THIRD PSALM. 

By Anna Warner. 32010. 8d. 

By the same AiUhor, 



SHOES OF PEACE. x6mo. is. 
TIRED CHRISTIANS. i6mo. is. 
THE OTHER SHORE. 32010. is. 
WHAT AILETH THEE? Crown 8vo. 
3s. 6d. 



THE FOURTH WATCH. 32^0. lod. 

THE UQHT OF THE MORNING. 

32010. lod. 

WAYFARING H7MNS. Original and 

Translated. 32010. 6d. 



A QLEAM OF LIGHT. 

By A. M. H. Contents : — Light — Forgiveness — Peace — 
Humility — Hope — Faith — Patience — Love — Affliction — Prayer — Praise — 
Spiritual Bondage — ^Jesus Christ — The Holy Ghost the Comforter. i6mo. 15. 

THE PRINOE IN THE MIDST. Jesus our Centre. 

By Miss Nugent. i6mo. is. 

HIMSELF. 

By Carrie S. Matthews. Crown i6mo. is. Contents : 
^or Sympathy — For Sin — For Temptation — For Sickness — For Eternity. 

HEAVENLY RELATIONSHIPS. 

By Mary E. Beck. i6mo. is. 6d. Contents : — God, Our 
Father — The Maternal Aspect of God's Love — Christ as our Brother — Christ 
as Our Friend — Christ the Bridegroom of the Church — Christ as Our King — 
Christ as Our Shepherd — The Holy Ghost Our Comforter. 

SCATTERED SEED. 

A Religious Thought Book. By the Rev. James Russell, 
M.A. • l6mo. IS. 6d. 

" There are 365 Thoughts, being one for Every Day in the Year ; therefore, although 
they are not arranged to suit the several months, the book may be used as a daily 
Qompanion." — Preface. 

SEEDS OF THOUGHT. 

By the Rev. W. Tait, D.D. New Edition. With Preface by 
E. M. GouLBURN, D.D., Dean of Norwich. Crown 8vo. 3s. 6d* 

" Dr. Tait gives in this work a meditation, (such as even an intelligent mind, imbued 

with Holy Scripture, might find it difficult to frame for itself)^ for each week. The work 

'^'^ntains seeds of truth ; and seeds must lie a long while in the ^il before they germinate. It 

ed that each of these seeds, by lying in the mind for seven days, may stir some effort of 

* in a new and profitable direction/' — Frvnt France by Dean Goulburn. 



James Nisbet and Co, 



IN OHSISTO ; or, The Monogram of St. PauL 

By the Rev. J. R. Macduff, D. D. Crown 8vo. 5s. 
By the same Author. 

CLEFTS OF THE ROCK ; or, The Believer's Grounds of Confi- 
dence in Christ. 

Crown 8vo. $8. 

PALMS OF ETiTM : or, Best and Befreshment in the Valley. 

Crown 8vo. $5. 

NOONTIDE AT SYCHAB ; or. The Story of Jacob's WelL 

With Frontispiece and Vignette. Crown 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

EVENTIDE AT BETHEL ; or. The Night Dream of the Desert. 

Crown 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

THE GBAPE8 OF ESHCOL ; or. Gleanings from the Land of 
Promise. 

Crown 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

THE HEALING WATEBS OF ISBAEL; or, The Story of 
Naaman the Syrian. 

Crown 8vo. 4s. 6d. 

THE SHEPHEBD AND HIS FLOCK ; or. The Keeper of Israel 
and the Sheep of His Pasture. 

Crown 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

MEMOBIES OF BETHANY. 

With Frontispiece. Crown 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

MEMOBIES OF GENNESABET. 

With Frontispiece. Extra crown 8vo. 5s. 

MEMOBIES OF OLIVET. 

With Frontispiece. Crown 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

MEMOBIES OF PATMOS ; or. Some of the Great Words and 
Visions of the Apocalypse. 

With Frontispiece. Crown 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

BEPPLES IN THE TWILIGHT. 

Fragments of Sunday Thought and Teaching. Small crown 
8vo. 2s. 



Books published by 



OAST THY BURDEN ON THE LORD. 

A Scripture Text Book. By the Rev. J. R. Macduff, D.D, 
Printed in Red and Black. 32mo. is. Paper Cover, 6d. 

By the sanie Author, 

BTBENQTH FOE THE DAY. 

A Daily Book in the Words of Scripture for Morning and 
Evening. With an Introduction. i6mo. is. 6d. 

VOIOES OF THE GOOD SHEPHERD AND SHADOWS OF 
THE GREAT ROCK. 

Square i6mo. is. 6d. 

THE MORNING AND NIGHT WATCHES. 

In one vol. i6mo. and 32010. is. 6d. Separately ; is. each. 

THE FAITHFUL FROMISER. 

32mo. 6d. Paper Cover, 4d. 

THE MORNING AND NIGHT WATCHES AND FAITHFUL 
FROMISER. 

In I Vol. i6mo. 2s. 

EVENING INCENSE. 

Royal 32mo. is. 

ALTAR STONES : 

Original Hymns for Plain Readers. i6ino. 8d. Paper Cover, 6d. 

ALTAR INCENSE : 

Comprising Morning Watches, Evening Incense, and Altar 
Stones. i6mo. 2s. 6d. 

THE MIND AND WORDS OF JESUS. 

In one vol. i6mo and Royal 32mo. is. 6d. Separately ; is. 
each. 

THE THOUGHTS OF GOD. 

i6mo. IS. 6d. 32mo. is. 

THE THOUGHTS OF GOD AND THE WORDS OF JESUS. 

In I Vol. i6mo. is. 6d. 

WILLOWS BY THE WATERCOURSES ; or, God's Fromises to 
the Young. 

A Text-Book for Children. 64mo. 6d. Paper Cover, 3d. 
THE FLOUGHMAN'S TEXT-BOOK. 

64mo. 6d. Paper Cover, 4d. 



James Nisbet and Co, 



THE SOLDIEB'S TEXT-BOOK ; or, Confidence in Time of War. 

By the Rev, J. R. Macduff, D.D. 641110. 6d. Paper Cover, 
3d. Tuck, IS. 6d. 

THE SAILOR'S TEXT-BOOK. 

By the Rev, J. R. Macduff, D.D. 641110. 6d. Paper Cover, 
3d. Tuck, IS. 6d. 

LINKS OF LOYINQ KINDNESS : 

Words of Hope and Consolation for the Flock of Christ. By 
the Rev. George Everard, M.A. Crown 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

By the sanu Author, 

THE BELLS OF ST. PETER'S. 

And other Papers on Gospel Truth. i6mo. is. 

HIS STEPS TRACED FROM THE GREAT BIOGRAPHY. 

Practical Readings on the Life of our Lord. Crown 8vo. is. 6d. 

HOME SUNDAYS ; or, Help and Consolation from the Sanc- 
tuary. 

Small crown 8vo. 3s. 

YOUR SUNDAYS. 

Being Fifty-two Short Readings, especially intended for School- 
boys. Crown 8vo. 2s, 6d, 



THE BROOK BESOR. 

Words for those who must tarry at Home. By Andrew A. 
BoNAR, D.D. i6mo. 9d. Paper Cover, 6d. 

HEAVENLY THOUGHTS FOR MORNING HOURS. 

Selections in Prose and Verse, with Passages from Scripture. 
With a Short Introduction. By the late Lady Catherine Long. i6mo. 
2s. 6d. cloth ; 4s. 6d. silk. 

By the same Author* 

HEAVENLY THOUGHTS FOR EVENING HOURS. 

l6mo. 2S. 6d. cloth ; 4s. 6d. silk. 



SUNRISE GLEAMS. 

A Series of Daily Readings for a Month. By Lady Hope. 
i6mo. IS. 

By the same Author, 
SUNSET RAYS. 

A Companion Volume to ** Sunrise Gleams," i6mo. is. 



Books published by 



HOUR BY HOXJB ; or, the Believer's Daily Life. 

Compiled by £. A. L. Square i6mo. Gilt edges. 2s. 6d. 
" One of the best of the many 'Daily Helps.' "—Christian. 

DAILY STEPS UPWARD. 

Scripture Texts for Every Day of the Year. i6mo. 2s. 6d. 

DAILY EVENINQ BEST; or, Thoughts of Peace about the 
Master. 

By Agnes Giberne. i6mo. 2s. 6d. 

THE VOICE OF JESITS DAY BY DAY. 

With Original Hymns. By F. M. Macrae. And an Intro- 
duction by Hugh Macmillan, D.D. Small Crown 8vo. 2s. 

LEADERS. 

By £. C. Daubeny. Third Edition. 64mo, gilt edges, is. 

"These^ Leaders may be of service, not only as portions for private reading, but as selected 
portions which have been found useful for Bible Readings, District Meetings, &c." 

THE WELL IS DEEP ; or, Scripture Bhistrating Scripture. 

Arranged as Morning and Evening Bible Readings, for every 
Day in the Year. 32mo. 2s. 6d. 

COUNSEL AND MIGHT : 

Prayers and Meditations. Adapted from Sermons by the Very 
Rev. C. J. Vaughan, D.D., Dean of LlandafF, and Master of the Temple. 

Compiled by R. N. C. Square i6mo. is. 

» 

THE GATES OF PRAYER. 

A Book of Private Devotion for Morning and Evening. By the 
Rev. J. R. Macduff, D.D. i6mo. is. 6d. 

IN SECRET. 

A Manual of Private Prayer. By the Rev. George 
EvERARD, M.A. i6mo. is. 

SHORT PRAYERS FOR PRIVATE USE. 

By D. F. Spriggs, D.D. i6mo. is. 

PRAYERS COMPILED BY A FATHER FOR THE USE OF 
HIS CHILDREN. 

With some advice on Praying. i6mo. is. 



James Nisbet and Co. 



EOMMUNION MEMORIES. 
The Record of some Sacramental Sundays : With Meditations, 
3dresses, and Prayers suited for the Lord's Table. By the Rev. J. R. 
ACDUFF, D.D. With Frontispiece. Grown 8vo. 6s. 

BENEATH THE OBOSS. 

Counsels, Meditations, and Prayers for Communicants. By the 
^ev. George Everard, M.A. i6mo. is. 

?HE HOLY TABLE : A Guide to the Lord's Supper. 

By the Rev. George Everard, M.A. 6d. Paper cover, 4d. 
OMMUNICANT'S SPIEITUAL COMPANION : 

With Meditations and Helps for Prayer Suitable for the Subject, 
f the Rev. T. Haweis, LL.D. With an Essay by the Ven. B. Philpot, 
te Archdeacon of the Isle of Man. 32mo. is. 

OE SACRAMENT OF THE LORD'S SUPPER EXPLAINED 
IN SIMPLE LANGUAGE, WITH MEDITATIONS AND 
I PRATERS. 

I By G. B. Author of " Practical Commentaries on the Gospels, 

I Fcap. 8vo. Is. 

TiUSTRATIVE SCRIPTURE READINGS. 

A Manual for Visitation and Devotion. By the Rev, T. E. 
:ens Cooke. i6mo. 2s. cloth ; roan, 3s. 

E VISITOR'S BOOK OF TEXTS; or, The Word brought 
Nigh to the Sick and SorrowfiiL 

1: '^ By the Rev. Andrew A. Bonar, D.D. Small crown 8vo. 

d. 

S CHRISTIAN VISITOR'S TEXT BOOK. 

:!. i'^^ By the Rev. Charles Neil, M.A. Crown 8vo. 2s. 

IS FROM THE BIBLE. 

Being Selections Convenient for Reading to the Sick and Aged. 
Ji 8vo. 3s. 6a. 

Its TO HOSPITAL AND SICE ROOM VISITORS. 

\ By Mrs. Colin G. Campbell. Small crown 8vo. is. 6d. 

isAQES OF GRACE. 

Being Tracts in Large Type for the Sick and Aged. Bv thp 
I. Bonar, D.D. Post 8vo. Two vols. Cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 



Books published by 



SIOE BOOM MEDITATIONS ; or, Alone with God. 

By the Rev. F. Cross, D.D., LL.D., Author of "Evangel," 
&c. 5$. 

GLEAMS FROM THE SIOE OHAMBEB. 

Arranged in Daily Readings for a Month. By the Rev. J, R. 
Macduff, D.D. Small Crown 8vo. 2s. 

By the same Author, 

GLEAMS FOB THE SIOE OHAMBEB : 

Being Daily Texts for a Month. On a Roll. 2s. 

THE FIBST BEBEAVEMENT. 

32mo. 6d. 

EABLY GBA VES : 

A Book for the Bereaved. Crown 8vo. 5s. 

WELLS OF BAOA ; or. Solaces for the Ohristian Mourner. 

i6mo. IS. 

THE BOW IN THE OLOXJD ; or. Words of Oomfort for Hours 
of Sorrow. 

32mo. IS. 

THE NIGHT OF WEEPING ; or. Words for the Suffering Family 
of Gk>d. 

By the Rev. Horatius Bonar, D.D. i6mo. is. 6d. Also 
a Large Type edition. Crown 8vo. 2s. 

THE MOBNING OF JOY. 

A Sequel to "The Night of Weeping." By the Rev. 
Horatius Bcnar, D.D. i6mo. is. 6d. 

OUB ANGEL OHILDBEN. 

By Rhoda. Dedicated to all Parents, rich and poor, gentle 
and simple, who have little ones in Heaven. Small crown 8vo. is. 6d. 

WOBDS OF OOMFOBT FOB BEBEAVED FABENTS. 

Edited by William Logan. With Sketch of his Life. By the 
Rev. John Ker, D.D. 2Sth Thousand. Crown 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

"A richer treasury of consolation in human words could haidly be compiled." — Nifrtk 
American Review, 

"A most beautiful and blessed book. The volume has no rival, and is one which no 
Chxistian should lack." — London Quarterly Review. 

THE WIDOWS FOBTION ; or, Daily Brea4 for the Bereaved. 

Royal 8vo. 2s. 6d. 



James Nisbet and Co, 



MAN'8 DEPAETUBE AND THE INVISIBLE WORLD : 

A collection of Opinions and Facts. By G. H. H. Olifhant 
Ferguson. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

^ "A compilation made from wide reading, widi sound judgment, on a subject upon 
which the greatest writers have said their greatest things." — Truth. 

I' A valuable book. The writer's appeal to his readers at the end is very simple, earnest, 
and impressive." — Record, 

OUB FBIENDS IN HEAVEN ; or, The Mutual Becognition of 
the Bedeemed in Glory Demonstrated. 

By the Rev. J. M. Killen, D.D. Crown 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

SHALL WE ENOW THEM AGAIN 7 

Thoughts on the Subject of Recognition in a Future State. 
With Portraits and other Illustrations. Crown 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

NOT LOST, BUT GONE BEFOBE : 

Voices of the Departed. Square i6mo. is. 6d. 

BEOOGNITION OF FBIENDS IN HEAVEN : 

Consisting of Contributions by the. late Bishop Robert 

BiCKERSTETH, J. B. OWEN, M.A., A. M'AUSLANE, NORMAN MACLEOD, 

D.D., R, C. Dillon, D.D., John Burnet, D.D., &c., &c. Crown 8vo. 
3s. 6d. 

OONSEOBATED BEOBEATION: or, The Christian's Leisure 
Time. 

By the Rev. Ernest Boys, M.A. i6mo. is.* 

THE OONSEOBATED LIFE ; or, Thoughts on Practical Beligion. 
By the Rev. Ernest Boys, M.A. i6mo. is. 

M7 LOBD'S MONEY ; or. The Consecration of Talents. 

A Sequel to "The Consecrated life." By the Rev. Ernest 
Boys, M.A. i6mo. is. 

THE GXJLTXJBE OF PLEASXJBE ; or, The EAJoynient of Life 
in its Social and Beligious Aspects. 

By the Author of " The Mirage of Life," Crown 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

OONGBATTJLATIONS AND COUNSELS. 

A Book for Birthdays. By Felix Friendly. Square i6mo. 
Gilt edges, is. 6d. 

THE WEDDING BING. 

A Marriage Register on the plan of ** The Birthday Text-Book." 
With suitable Selections from our best Authors, and blank Spaces for Names, 
&c. i6mo. 2s. 6d. 



Books publislied by 



DAY BY DAY; or, OonDsels to Ofaiistians on the Details of 
Erery-Day Life. 

By the Rev. George Everard, M.A. Crown 8vo. 3s. A 
cheaper Edition. i6ma is. 6d. 

By the same Author. 

NOT YOXJB OWN ; or, Counsels to Young Ghristians. 

l6mo. IS. 

MY SPE0TA0LE8 : 

And What I saw with Them. l6mo. is. 

LITTLE FOXES : 

And How to Catch Them. i6mo. is. 
FOLLOW THE LEADER. 

i6mo. is. 6d. 

SAFE AND HAPPY. 

Words of Help and Encouragement to Young Women. With 
Prayers for Daily Use. i6mo. is. • 

STBONQ AND FREE 

A Book for Young Men. i6mo. is. 6d. Limp., is. 

BRIGHT AND FAIR. 

A Book for Young Ladies. i6mo. is. 

UP HIGH: 

Friendly Words to those Within and to those Without the Fold 
of Christ. i6mo. is. 6d. 

EVERY EYR 

Crown 8vo. 2s. 

STEPS ACROSS ; or, Guidance and Help to the Anxious and 
DoubtfoL 

Crown 8vo. 3s. 

THE WRONG TRAIN ; or, Common Mistakes in Religion. 

Crown 8vo. is. 6d. 

OUR WEDDING DAY. 

32mo. 6d. Paper Cover. 2d. 



James Nisbet and Co, 



ABOUT OURSELVES. 

By Mrs. Henry Wood, Author of " East Lynn," &c. Crown 
8vo. IS. 6d. 

By the same Author, Crown 8vo. is. 6d. each. 

BESSY WELLS. I OUR CHILDREN. 

THE MESSAGE OF CHRISTIANITY ; or, A Word to the Busy. 

By the Rev. William Landels, D.D. Crown 8vo. 2s. 6d. 
By the same Author, 

EVERY DAY RELIGION. 

Crown Svo. 4s. 6d. 

THE PATH OF LIFE ; or, The Nature, Origin, and Reception 
of Salvation. 

Crown Svo. 3s. 6d. 

TRUE MANHOOD ; its Nature, Foundation, and Development. 

A Book for Young Men. Crown Svo. 3s. 6d. 

WOMAN'S SPHERE AND WORE. 

Considered in the Light of Scripture. Crown Svo. 3s. 6d. 



RIGHTS AND WRONGS; or, Begin at Home. 

By Mrs. GORDON, Author of ** Work, Plenty to Do, and How 
to Do it." .Crown Svo. 2s. 6d. 

IS IT POSSIBLE TO MAKE THE BEST OF BOTH WORLDS 7 

A Book for Young Men. By the Rev. Thomas Binney. 
Crown Svo. 2s. 6d. 

By the same Author, 

FROM SEVENTEEN TO THIRTY. 

The Town Life of a Youth from the Country : its Trials, 
Temptations, and Advantages. Lessons from the Life of Joseph. Crown Svo. 
is. 6d. 



QX7IT YOU LIKE MEN. 

A Book for Young Men. By C. F. Dowsktt. Svo. is. 
Paper cover, 6d. 

LIFE LOST OR SAVED. 

By Selina Ditcher. Crown Svo. 2s. 6d. 

THE SETTLED DOCTRINE OF OUR CHURCH. 

By M. E. Surtees Allnatt. Crown Svo. 3s. 6d. 



Books publisfied by James Nisbet and Co, 

« 

OHUBOH 0BDINAN0E8 FROM THE LAYMAN'S STAND- 
POINT. 

By Major Seton Churchill. Third Edition. Crown 8vo. 
2s. 6d. 

STEPPINGhSTONIlS TO HIOHEB THINaS. 

By Major Seton Churchill. Fifth Edition. Crown 8vo. 
2s. 6d. 

THE EINQ'S COIN ; or, Ood's Fraction. 

By the Rev. Thomas J. Bass. With an Introduction by the 
Dean of Canterbury. Small crown 8vo. is. 6d. 

QOLD AND THE GOSPEL ; or, The Scriptural Duty of Olving 
in Proportion to Means and Income. 

Crown 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

THE LORD'S PURSE-BEABEES. 

By Hesba Stretton. Seventh Thousand. Crown 8vo. is. 6d. 

WOUNDED IN THE HOUSE OF HIS FBIENDS. 

By Florence Moreton. i6mo. is. 



LONDON : 

HMES NISBET & CO., 21 BERNERS STREET, W. 



3 blDS DD1 t.^^ 5^S 



All books may be recalled after 7 do^ 
DATE DUE 



